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EW 


Francis Delaval, Eſq; 


SIR, 


HEN I conſider the long Intimacy 
W that has ſubſiſted betwixt 4 the Ob- 

ligations I owe to your generous, diſ- 
intereſted Friendſhip, and the Protection and 
Encouragement I received both from you and 
your Brother, when Neceſſity liſted me in the 
Service of the Public; there is no Man to 
whom with equal Propriety and Pleaſure I can 
addreſs the followin > Work It would be pay- 
ing a bad Compliment to the Town, were I 
to trouble you with an Apology for the In- 
conſiderableneſs of the Preſent. I thought it 
worthy their Attention, and canſequently not 
beneath the Acceptance of my Friend. With 
the Aid of a Love-Plot I could have ſpun out 
the Piece to the Extent of five Acts; but be- 
ſides that I wanted ta confine the Eye to the 
ſingle Object of my Satire, I declare myſelf a 
A 3 Rebel 
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Rebel to this univerſal Tyrant, who, not con- 
tent:d with exciting all that is pitiful or terri- 
ble in human Nature, has claimed the Privi- 
lege of occaſioning every thing that is ridicu- 
lous or contemptible in it; and thus, from the 
abject Submiſſion of our dramatic Poets, is both 
Tragedy and Comedy ſubjected to the Power of 
Love. It may be thought preſumptuous in 
me, to have dignified ſo ſhort a Performance 
with the Name of a Comedy ; but when my 

| Reaſons why it cannot be called a Farce are 
conſidered, the Critics muſt indulge me with 
the Uſe of that Title; at leaſt till they can 
furniſh me with a better. As the Follies and 
Abſurdities of Men are the ſole Objects of 
Comedy, fo the Powers of the Imagination 
(Plot and Incident excepted) are in this kind 
of Writing greatly reſtrained. No unnatural 
Aſſemblages, no Creatures of the Fancy, can 
2 the Protection of the Comic Muſe; 

en and Things muſt appear as they are. 
It is employed either in debaſing lofty Sub- 
jects, or in raiſing humble Ones. Of the two 
Kinds we have Examples in the Tom Thumb of 
Mr. F-—, and a Traveſtie of the Ulyſſes, 
where Penelope keeps an Ale-houſe, Telema- 
chus 1s a Tapſter, and the Heroe a recruiting 
2 In both theſe Inſtances you ſee 


lature 1s reverſed; but as I flatter myſelf, in 
the following Sheets her Steps have been trode 
with an undeviating Simplicity, give me leave 


to 


* 
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to hope, that though I have not attained the 
Togata, yet I have reached the Tabernaria of 
the Romans. I once intended to have thrown 
into this Addreſs, the Contents of many of our 
Converſations on the Subje& of Comedy ; for 
in whatever Diſſipations the World may ſup- 
poſe our Days to have been conſumed, many, 
many Hours have been conſecrated to other 
Subjects than generally employ the Gay and 
the Giddy. I hope the preſent Occafion will 
demonſtrate, that Pleaſure has not been always 
my Purſuit ; and, unleſs I am greatly miſtaken, 
it will ſoon be diſcovered, that, joined to the 
acknowledged beſt Heait in the World, Mr. 
Delaval has a Head capable of directing it. 
As I am now above the Reach of common 
Obligations, an Acknowledgment of theſe Qua- 
lities, in the Perſon of a Man who has honoured 
me with his Friendſhip, is the ſole Cauſe of 
the Trouble you now receive. Long has been 
our Union, may it never be divided till the 
fatal Stroke, that demoliſhes all ſublunary Con- 
nections, ſhall reach One of us, which One 
will, I hope, be | 


Your obliged, and 


afjetionate Servant, 


SAMUEL FOOTE. 


PREFACE. 


Was akoays apprehenſive that the Subject 
of the po ly Piece was too abſtratted 
and fingular 2 the Comprehenfion of a 
mix'd Ankh. Juno Lucina, Jupiter Tonans, 
Phidiss, Praxiteles, with tbe Jr Gentlemen 
and Ladies of Antiquity, were, I dare ſay, ut- 
terly unknown to my very good Friends of the 
Gallery; nor, to Speak the T ruth, do I beheve 
they had many Acquaintances in the other Parts 
of the Houſe. But tho' I deſpair of gratifying 
the Populum Tributim of tbe THEATRE, yer 
I. flatter myſelf the Primores Populi will 
no diſagrecable Companion in the Cloſet, et ſatis 
magnum Theatrum mihi eſtis. 

IJ was neither prompted by a lucrative, nor 
an ambitious Motive to this "> Barger ha My 
Defign was to ſerve a Man, who had ever great 
Merit with his Friends, and to whom, on the 
Score of ſome late Tranſactiont, I think the Pub- 

lic vaſtly indebted. That my good Intentions 
for Mr. WoRs DALE have proved ſucceſs- 
Ful, is intirely owing to the Generofity and 
Humanity of the Managers of Drury - Lane 
Fae 17 RE; they have given him a Benefit, 
and 
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and are join 70 entitled to my Thanks ; but as ta 
Mr. GAR IC K. 1 have more perſonal Ob- 
ligations. T take this Opportunity of aſſuring 
i thee 7 nf ror rotein the ana grevefet 
Remembrance of his Aſiftance, Aſſiduity, and 
kind Concern, at the Birth, Progreſs, and un- 
timely End of this my laſt and favourite Off- 
ſpring 
„„ 
tbougbt, whether they were conſidered i in a mo- 
ral, a political, or a ridiculous Light, deſerved 
the Notice of the Comic Muſe. 8 
mined ta brand thoſe Goths in Science, who had 
Preſtituted the uſeful Study of Anti _ y fo tri- 
fling ſuperficial Purpoſes ; who had blaſted the 
Progreſs of the elegant Arts amongſt us, by 
unpardonable F Ba and abſurd Prejudices ; 


and who had cerrupted the Minds and Morals 
of our Youth, by perſuading them, that what 
only ſerves to illuſtrate Literature was true 
Learning, and attrve Idleneſs real Bufineſs. 
How far this End has been obtained, it now, in 


the following Sheets, more generally ſubmitted 
to the Public. | 


PROLOGUE. 
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FP ROLL TO WH U.S. 


Written by Mr. GARRICK, 
And ſpoken by him in the Character of an AuZioncer. 


EFORE this Court, IPRTER Porr appear, 
A Briton born, and bred an Auctioneer; 
Who for myſelf, and eke a bundred others, 
My uſeful, boneſt, learned, bawling Brothers, 
With much Humility and Fear implore ye, 
To lay our preſent, deſp' rate Caſe before ye. — 
Tis ſaid this Night à certain Wag intends 

To laugh at us, our Calling, and our Friends : 
If Lords and Ladies, and ſuch dainty Folks, 
Are cur'd of Auftion-bunting by bis Jokes! 
Shculd this odd Doctrine ſpread throughout the Land, 
Before you buy, be fure to underſtand, 
Ob! think on us what various Ils will flow, 
When Great Ones only purchaſe — what they know. 
Why laugh at Tas TE? It is A barmleſs Faſhion, 
And quite ſubdues each detrimental Paſſion ; 
The Fair Ones Heerts will nt er incline to Man, 
While thus they rage for — China and Japan. 
The Virtuoſo, too, and Connoiſſeur, 
Are ever decent, delicate, and pure ; 
The ſinalleſ Hair their looſer T, boughts might bold, 
Juſ warm toben fingle, and when married, cold: 
Their Blood at Sight of Beauty gently flows ; 
Their Venus muſt be old, and want a Noſe ! 
No am'rous Paſſion with deep Knowledge thrives ; 
"Tis the Complaint, indeed, of all our Wives! 


"Tis 


PRO LO GU E. 
*Tis ſaid Virtd to ſuch a Height is grom•m, 


All Artiſts are encourag*d but our own. 

Be not deceiv'd, I here declare on Oath, 

T never yet ſold Goods of foreign Growth : 

Neer ſent Commiſſions out to Greece or Rome; 

My beſt Antiquities are made at Home. 

Poe Romans, Greeks, Italians xear at hand, 

True Britons all — and living in the Strand. 

Iser for Trinkets rack my Pericranium, 

0 out my Room from Herculaneum. 
ut bu 

Should it be known that Engliſh are employ'd, 

Our Manufacture is at once rey; 

No Matter what our Countrymen deſerve, 

They'll thrive as Ancients, but as Moderns flarve — 

If we ſhould fall — to you it will be owing ; 


Farewell to Arts — they're going, going, going 3 


The fatal Hammers in your Hand, ob Town ! 
Then ſet Us up — and knock the POET down. 


Dramatis Perſonæ, 1753. 


Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Yates. 
Mr. Croſs. 
M.. Blakes. 
Mr. Shuter. 
Mr. Taſwell. 
Mr. Coſtollo. 
Maſter Croſs. 
Mr. Worſdale. 


SCENE I. A Painting Room. 
Enter CARMINE, followed by the. Boy. 


Carmine. T A theſe Colours in 
| the Window, by the 


Pallet. Any Viſitors 
or Meſſages ? 

Bey. Squire Felltree has been here, and 
infiſts upon Miſs Racket's Pictures being 
immediately finiſh'd, and carry'd Home ——- 
As to his Wife and Children, he ſays, you 


may take your own Time. 


Carm. 
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Carm. Well —— 
Boy. Here has been a Meſſage too, from 
my Lady Pen—— I can't remember her 
Name, but 'tis upon the Slate. She de- 
fires to know if you will be at Home about 
Noon. | 
Carm. Fetch it. (Exit Boy. 
Was the Whole of our Profeſſion confined 
to the mere Buſineſs of it, the Employ- 
ment would be pleafing as well as profit- 
able; but as Matters are now mana the 
Art is the laſt thing to be regarded. Fa- 
mily Connections, private Recommendations, 
and an eaſy, genteel Method of Flattering, 
is to ſupply the Delicacy of a Guido, the 
Colouring of a Reubens, and the Deſign of 
a Raphael all their Qualities centring 
in one Man, without the firſt Requiſites, 
would be uſeleſs; and with theſe, not one of 
them is neceſſary. | 


Enter Boy with the Slate. 


Carm. Let's ſee Oh! Lady Pent- 
weazel from Blowbladder-ſireet —— Admit 
her by all Means; and if Puff or Varniſb 
ſhould come, I am at Home. (Exit Boy. 
Lady Pentweazel! ha! ha! Now here's a 
Proof that Avarice is not the only, or laſt 
Paſſion Old Age is ſubje& to — this ſuper- 
annuated Beldame gapes for Flattery, like 
a Neſt 
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a Neſt of unfledg d Crows for Food; and 
with them, too, gulps down every thing 
that's offer d her no matter how coarſe ; 
well, ſhe ſhall be fed; I'll make her m 
introductory Key to the whole Bench of A.- 
dermen. 


Enter Boy with Puff. 


Boy. Mr. Puff, Sir. 
Carm. Let us be private. What have you 
there ? 


Puff. Two of Rembrandt's etching by 
Scrape, in May's Buildings; a paltry Affair, 
a poor Ten Guinea Job ; however, a ſmall 
Game you know the Proverb What 
became of you Yeſterday ? 


Carm. I was detained by Sir Pofitrve Bub- 
ble. How went the Pictures? The Guido, 
what did that fetch ? 

Puff. One hundred and thirty. 

Carm. Hum! Four Guineas the Frame, 
Three the Painting ; then we divide juſt One 
hundred and twenty-three. 


Puff. Hold not altogether ſo faſt —— 


Varmſh had two Pieces for bidding againſt 
Squander ; and Bruſh five, for bringing Sir 

Tawdry Trifle. 
Carm. Mighty well; look ye, Mr. Puy, 
if theſe People are eternally quarter'd upon 
us, 


us, 1 declare off, Sir; they eat up the Profit. 
There's that damn'd Byruſþ —— but you'll 
find him out. I have his old Plan 
given him Copies of all the Work I executed 
upon his Recommendation ; and what was 
the Conſequence ? He clandeſtinely fold the 
Copies, and I have all the Originals in my 
Lumber-Room. 

Puff. Come, come, Carmine, you are no 
great Loſer by that. Ah! that Lumber- 
Room | that Lumber-Room out of Re- 
pair, is the beſt condition'd Eſtate in the 
County of Mrdd/eſex. Why now there's 
your Suſannah ; it could not have produc'd 
you above Twenty at moſt, and by the Ad- 
dition of your Lumber-Room Dirt,. and the 
falutary Application of the Spaltham Pot, 
it became a Guido, worth a hundred and 
thirty Pounds; beſides, in all Traffick of 
this Kind, there muſt be Combinations. — 
Varniſh and Bruſh are our Jackalls, and 
it is but fair they ſhould partake of the 
Prey. Courage, my Boy ! never fear! Praiſe 
be to Folly and Faſhion, there are, in this 
Town, Dupes enough to gratify the Avarice 
of us all. 

Carm. Mr. Puff, you are ignorant and ſcur- 
rilous, and very impertinent, Mr. Puff; and, 
Mr. Puff, 1 have a ſtrange Mind to leave you 
to yourſelves, and then ſee what a Hand you 
would make of it —— Sir, if I do now and 


then 


— ©” a” 
then add ſome Tins of Antiquity to my 
Pictures, I do it in Condeſcenſion to the Foi- 
ble of the World ; for, Sir, Age, Age, Sir, is 
all my Pictures want to render 'em as good 
Pieces as the Maſters from whom they are 
taken ; and let me tell you, Sir, he that took 
my Suſannah for a Guido, gave no mighty 
Proofs of his Ignorance, Mr. Puff. 

Puff. Why, thou Poſt-painter, thou Dau- 
ber, thou execrable White-waſher, thou 
Sirrah, have you fo ſoon forgot the wretched 
State, from whence I dragg'd you. The firſt 
Time I ſet Eyes on you, Raſcal! what was 
your Occupation then ? Scribbling, in ſcarce 
legible Letters, Coffee, Tea and Chocolate on 
a Bawdy-houſe Window in Goodman's-fields. 

Carm. The Meanneſs of my Original de- 
monſtrates the Greatneſs of my Genius. 

Puff. Genius! Here's a Dog. Pray, how 
high did your Genius ſoar? To the daubing 
diabolical Angels for Alehouſes, Dogs with 
Chains for Tanners Yards, Rounds of Beef 
and roaſted Pigs for Porridge Iſland. 

Carm. Hannibal Scratchi did the fame. 

Puff. From that contemptible State did 
not I raiſe you to the Cat and Fiddle in Pet- 
ficoat-lane ; the Gooſe and Gridiron in Paul's 
Church-yard ; the firſt live Things you ever 
drew, Dog. 

Carm. Pox take your Memory. Well, but, 
Mr. Puff you are fo 


B Pup. 
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Puff. Nor did I quit you then: Who, Sir- 


rah, recommended you to Prim Stiff, the 
Mercer upon Ludgate-hill ; how came you 
to draw the Qyeen there? 
Loud Knocks at the Door. 
Carm. Mr. Puff, for Heaven's ſake ; dear 
Sir, you are ſo warm, we ſhall be blown — 


Enter Boy. 


Boy. Sir, my Lady Pen—— 

Carm. Send her to the —— Show her up 
Stairs. Dear Puff | 

Puff. Oh! Sir, I can be calm; I only 
wanted to let you ſee I had not forgot, tho' 
perhaps you may. 

Carm. Sir, you are very obliging. Well, 
but now as all is over, if you will retreat a 
ſmall Time Lady Pentweazel fits for her 
Picture, and ſhe's | 

Puff. I have ſome Buſineſs at next Door; 
I fuppoſe in half an Hour's Time ——-. 

Carm. I ſhall be at Leiſure. Dear Puff — 

Puff. Dear Carmine (Exit Puff. 

Carm. Son of a Whore Boy, ſhew the 
Lady up Stairs. 


Enter Lady Pentweazel. 


| Lady. Fine Pieces! — very likely Pieces! 
and, indeed, all alike. Hum! Lady Fufſock— 
and, ha! ha! ha! Lady Glumſtead, by all 

that's 
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that's ugly — Pray now, Mr. Carmine, how 
do you Limners contrive to overlook the Ug- 
lineſs, and yet preſerve the Likeneſs. 

Carm. The Art, Madam, may be convey'd 
in two Words; where Nature has been ſe- 
vere, we ſoften ; where ſhe has been kind, 
we aggravate. 

Lady. Very ingetius, and very kind, truly. 
Well, good Sir, I bring you a Subject that will 
demand the Whole of the firſt Part of your 
Skill; and, if you are at Leiſure, you may 
begin directly. | 

Carm. Your Ladyſhip is here a little un- 
2 to Nature, and cruel to yourſelf; even 

ady Pentweazel's Enemies (if ſuch there be) 
muſt allow ſhe is a fine Woman. 

Lady. Oh! your Servant, Sir. Wh 
I 3 had ns Dow, Mr. 3 1 hive 
had my Day. 

Carm. And have ſtill, Madam. The only 
Difference I ſhall make between what you 
were, and what you are, will be no more than 
what Rubens has diſtinguiſhed between Mary 
de Medicis a Virgin and a Regent. 

Lady. Mr. Carmine, I vow you are a very 
_ judicious Perſon. I was always faid to be 
like that Family. When my Piece was firſt 
done, the Limner did me after Venus de Me- 
dicis, which I ſuppoſe might be one of Mary's 
Siſters ; but Things muſt change; to be fit- 
ting for my Picture at — Time of . 
2 a 
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ha! ha! — but my Daughter Suſtey, you muſt 
know, is juſt married to Mr. Deputy Drip- 
ping, of Candlewick-Ward, and would not be 
ſaid nay; fo it is not ſo much for the Beauty, 
as the Similitude. Ha! ha! 

Carm. True, Madam; ha! ha! but if I 
hit the Likeneſs, I muſt preſerve the Beauty. 
— Will your Ladyſhip be ſeated. / She. frs.. 

Lady. I have heard, good Sir, that every 
Body has a more betterer and more worſerer 
Side of the Face than the other — now which 
will you chuſe ? 

Carm. The Right Side, Madam — the 
Left — now, if you pleaſe, the Full — Your 
Ladyſhip's Countenance is ſo exactly propor- 
683 l. ** I muſt habe it all; = 3 
can be ſpar d. 

Lady. When you come to the Eyes, Mr. 
Carmine, let me know, that I may call up a 
Look. 

Carm. Mighty well, Madam — Your Face 
a little nearer to the Left, nearer me— your 
Head more up — Shoulders back — and 
Cheſt forward. 

Lady. Bleſs me, Mr. Carmine, don't mind 
my Shape this Bout ; for I'm only in Jumps. 
— Shall I ſend for my Tabbys. 8 

Carm. No, Madam, we'll ſupply that for 
the preſent — Your Ladyſhip was juſt now 
mentioning a Daughter — Is ſhe — your Face 
a little more towards me — Is ſhe the ſole 

Inhe- 


35 9 
Inheritor of her Mother's Beauty? Or — 


have you — 

Lady. That? ha! ha! ha ! — why that's 
my youngeſt of all, except Caleb. I have 
had, Mr. Carmine, live born, and chriſten'd 
— ſtay — don't let me lye now — One — 
Two — Three — Four — Five Then I 
lay fallow but the Year after I had 
Twins —— they came in Mr. Pentweazel's 
Sheriffralty; then Roger, then Robin, then 
Reuben —— in ſhort, I have had twenty as 
fine Babes, as ever trod in Shoe of Leather. 

Carm. Upon my Word, Madam, your La- 
dyſhip is an admirable Member of the Com- 
monwealth; 'tis a thouſand Pities that, like 
the Romans, we have not ſome Honours to 
reward ſuch diſtinguiſh'd Merit. 

Lady. Ay, ay, Mr. Carmine, if Breeding 
amongſt Chriſtians was as much encouraged 
as amongſt Dogs and Horſes, we need not be 
makiag Laws to let in a Parcel of outlandith 
Locuſts to eat us all up. 

Carm. I am told, Madam, that a Bill for 
' ſome ſuch Purpoſe is about to paſs, and that 
we begin now to have almoſt as much Re- 
gard for the Propagation of the Species, as 
the Preſervation of the Game in theſe King- 
doms — Now, Madam, I am come to the 
Eyes — Oh ! — that Look, that, that, I muſt 
deſpair of imitating. 


B 3 Lady. 
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Lady. Oh! oh! good Sir, have you found 
out that ? Why all my Family by the Mo- 
ther's Side were famous for their Eyes: I 
have a Great Aunt among the Beauties at 
Windſor ; ſhe has a Siſter at Hampton-Court, 
a perdigious fine Woman — ſhe had but one 
Eye, indeed, but that was a Piercer ; that 
one Eye got her three Huſbands — we were 
called the gimlet-ey'd Family. Oh! Mr. 
Carmine, you need not mind theſe Heats in 
my Face; they always diſgharge themſelves 
about Chriſmas —— my true Carnation is 
not ſeen in my Countenance. That's Carna- 
tion ! Here's your Fleſh and Blood ! {/bewing 
ber Arm. 

Carm. Delicate, indeed ! finely turn'd, and 
of a charming Colour ! 

Lady. And yet it has been employ'd enough 
to ſpoil the beſt Hand and Arm in the World, 
5 Even before Marriage never idle ; none 
of your galloping, goſſoping, Ranelagb Rom 
like the 2 Minxes of the ns Age. 
I was always employed either in painting 
your Lamſtips, playing upon the Haſþicols, 
making Paſte, or ſomething or other —— All 
our Family had a Geno; and then I ſung! 
Every Body faid I had a monſtrous fine Voice 
for Muſick. 

Carm. That may be diſcern'd by your La- 
dyſhip's Tones in Converſation. 


Lady. 
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Lady. Tones —— you are right, Mr. Car- 
mine; that was Mr. Purce/s Word. Miſs 
Molly Griſtin, ſays he (my Maiden Name) 
you have Tones. | 

Carm. As your Ladyſhip has preſerved 
every thing elſe ſo well, I dare ſwear you 
have not loſt your Voice. Will you favour 
me with an Air ? 

Lady. Oh! Sir, you are fo polite, that it's 
impoſſible But I have none of your new 
Playhouſe Songs I can give you one that 
was made on myſelf by Laurence Luteſtring. 
a Neighbour's Son. 

Carm. What you pleaſe, Madam, 

Lady : 

As I was a walking by the Side of a River, 
Inet a young Damſel ſo charming and clever; 
Her Voice to pleaſe it could not fail, 
She ſung lite any Nightingale. 
Fal, de, rol; bugb, hugh, &c. 


Bleſs me! I have ſuch a Cough ; but there 
are Tones. 

Carm. Inimitable ones. 

. Lady. But, Mr. Carmine, you Limners are 
all ingenus Men —— you ing. 

Carm. A Ballad, or ſo, Madam; Muſick 
is a Siſter Art; and it would be a little unnatu- 
ral not to cultivate an Acquaintance there. 
Lady. Why truly we ought not to be aſha- 
med of our Relations, unleſs they are poor ; 
and then, you know —— 


B 4 Enter 
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Enter Boy. 


Boy. Alderman Pentweez?l, and Mr. Puff, 
Lady. Oh! he was to call upon me; we 
go to the Auction. Deſire him to walk up 
Mr. Pentweazel, you muſt know, went this 
Morning to meet Caleb, my youngeſt Boy, 
at the Bull and Gate. The Child has been 
two Years 2nd three Quarters at School with 
Dr. Ferk, near Doncaſter, and comes To-day 
by the Tork Waggon; for it has always 
been my Maxum, Mr. Carmine, to give m 
Children Learning enough ; for, as the old 
Saying is, | 
When Houſe and Land are gone and ſpent, 
Then Learning is moſt excellent. | 


Carm. Your Ladyſhip is quite right. Too 
much Money cannot be employed in fo ma- 
terial an Article. 

Lady. Nay, the Coſt is but ſmall ; but 

r Ten Pounds a Year for Head, Back, 

ks, Bed, and Belly; and they fay the 
Children are all wonderful Latiners, and come 
up, lack-a day, they come up as fat as Pigs. 
—— Oh! here they are; Odds me! he's a 
Thumper. You ſee, Mr. Carmine, I breed 
no Starvelings. Come hither, Child. Mind 
your Haviours. Where's your beſt Bow ? 
Turn out your Toes. One would think he 
had learnt to dance of his Father. Im ſure 
my Family were none ſo awkward. There 


Was 
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was my Brother George, a perfect Picture of a 
Man ; he danc'd, Lud! But come, all in 
good Time — Hold up thy Head, Caleb. 
Ald. Prythee, ſweet Honey, let the Child 
alone. His Maſter ſays he comes on won- 
derful in his Learning; and as to your Bows 
and your Congees, never fear, he'll learn them 
faſt enough at Home. 
Lady. Lack-a-day ! well faid We now 
If he does, I know who muſt teach him: 


Well, Child, and doſt remember me? Hey? 
Who am I ? 


Caleb. Anon ? 

Lady. Doſt know me ? 

Caleb. Yes; you be Mother. 

Lady. Nay, the Boy had always a 
Memory. And what haſt learnt, Caleb, hey,? 

Caleb. | be got into Æſop's Fables, and can 
ſay all As in præſenti by Heart. 

ME... Upon my Word that's more than 
er thy Father could. 
* Nay, nay, no Time has been loſt; I 
queſtion'd the Lad as we came along ; I afl. d 
=> himſelf — 

. Well, well; ſpeak when you are 
ſpoken - Mr. Alderman. How often muſt 
Well, Caleb, and hadſt a good deal of 
Company in the Waggon, Boy ? 

Calib. O Law! Powers of Company, Mo- 
ther. There was Lord Gorman's fat Cook, 


a Blackamore Dremening Man, two Actor 
People, 
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People, a Recruiting Serjeant, a Monkey, 
and I. | 
Lady. Upon my Word, a pretty Parcel. 
0245 Ves, indeed but the 4: the fat 
Cook got drunk at Coventry, and fo fell out 
at the Tail of the Waggon; ſo we left ſhe 
behind. The next Day the Serjeant ran away 
with the Showman's Wife; the tother two 
went after; ſo only the Monkey and I came 
to Town together. 
Carm. Upon my Word, the young Gentle- 
man gives a good Account of his Travels. 
Lady. Ay, ay, Mr. Carmine, he's all over 
the Blood of the Grifeins. I warrant the Child 
will make his Way, Go, Caleb, go and look at 
them pou Paintings — Now, Mr. Carmine, 
let us ſee if my good Man can find me out. 
Ald. Lack-a-day ; well, I profeſs they are 
all fo handſome, that I am puzzled to know 
which is thine, Chuck. | 
Puff. I am ſurprized at your Want of Diſ- 
cernment, Mr. Alderman; but the Poſſeſſion 
of a Jewel deſtroys its Value with the Wearer ; 
now to me it ſeems impoſſible to err; and 
tho' Mr. Carmine is generally ſucceſsful, in this 
Inſtance he is particularly happy. Where 
can you meet with that * of Fire and 
3 but in the Eyes of Lady Pentwea- 
Ze 


Lag. Oh, Sir 


Puff, 
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Puff. That Clearneſs and Delicacy of Com- 
plexion, with that Flow of Ruddineſs and 
Health. 

Lady. Sir | Sir! Sir! 

Puff. That Fall of Shoulders, Turn of 
Neck, ſet on Head, full Cheſt, taper Waſte, 
plump —— 

Lady. Spare me, ſweet Sir ! —— You ſee, 
Mr, Pentweazel, other People can find out my 
Charms, tho' you overlook them ——Well, I 
profeſs, Sir, you are a Gentleman of great Diſ- 
cernment ; and if Buſineſs ſhoyld bring you 
into the City; for, alas! what Pleaſure can 
bring a Man of your refined Taſte there 

Puff. Oh! Ma'am ! 

Lady. I fay, Sir, if ſuch an Accident 
ſhould happen, and Blowbladder-ftireet has 
any Charms —— | 

Puff. Oh! Ma'am! Ma'am! Maam! 
Ma'am ! —— 

Lady. It is not impoſſible but we may re- 
ceive you, tho' not equal to your Merits —— 

Puff. Ma'am ! 

Lady. Yet in ſuch a Manner as to ſhew our 
Senſe of them. Sir, I'm your very obedient. 

Puff. Your Ladyſhip's moſt —— 

Lady. Not a Step. 

Puff. Ma'am —— 

Lady. Sir —— Mr. Alderman, your Bow 
to the Gentleman. The very fineſt. 

Puff. Ma'am! | 


Ladj, 
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Lady. Sit — Your moſt obedient. 
Puff. Your devoted. (Ex. Ald. and Wife. 
Carm. Ha! ha! Well faid, Puff. What 
a Calamity haſt thou drawn upon the Knight 
Thou haſt ſo tickled the Vanity of the Harra- 
dan, that the poor Helpmate will experience 
a double Portion of her Contempt. 

Puff. Rot them. 

Carm. Come, Puff, a matrimonial Aſſiſt- 
ant to a rich Alderman is no contemptible 


Emp 


loyment. 

Puff. Ay, if it were a Sine Cure. 

Carm, No, that you muſt not expect; but 
unleſs I am greatly miſtaken in the Language 
of the Eyes, her [ adyſhip's were addreſs'd to 
you with moſt perſuaſive Tenderneſs. 

Puff. Well, of that hereafter — But to 
our Buſineſs. The Auction is about begin- 
ning; and I have promiſed to meet Mr. Da- 
vid Duſledorpe, Sir Pofitrve Bubble, and Lord 
Dupe, to examine the Pictures, and fix on 
thoſe for whom they are to bid — But 
fince, we have ſettled the German Plan ; fo 
Varniſb or Bruſh muſt attend them. 

Carm. Oh! by ail Means purſue that. You 
have no Conception how dear the foreign Ac- 
cent 1s to your true Virtuoſo; it announces 
Taſte, Knowledge, Veracity, and, in ſhort, 
every thing —— But can you enough diſguiſe 
the Turn of your Face, and Tone of your 
Voice; a Diſcovery of Mr. Puff in Mynbeer 
Groningen blaſts us at once. Puf. 
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Puff. Never fear me. I wiſh you may 
have equal Succeſs in the Part of Canto. 

Carm. Pho! mine's a Trifle. A Man muſt 
have very ſlender Abilities indeed, who can't 
for ten Minutes imitate a Language and De- 
— that he has been Witneſs to for ten 

ears. 

Puff. But you muſt get their Tones, their 
Tones; tis eaſy enough. Come, hand up 
here that there Corregio; an inimitable Piece, 
Gentlemen and Ladies: the very beſt Work 
of the beſt Maſter, Subject agreeable, highly 
finiſhed, and well preſerved; a Seat for the 
Ladies; hand it to Sir Pg/itzve ; a going for 
fifty ; ſpeak, or it's gone for fifty : Joy to your 
Ladyſhip : Come, the next. But remember, 
let your Bob be buſhy, and your Bow low. 

Carm. Enough, enough ; we are Strangers 
to each other, you know. 

Puff. Abſolute. Oh! but what Pictures of 
yours are in the Sale? 

Carm. There's my Holy Family by Ra- 
pbael; the Marriage in Cana by Reuben Rouge; 
Tom Jackſon's Teniers; and for Buſts, Tay- 
lor's Head without a Noſe from Herculaneum. 

Puff. Are the antique Seals come Home ? 

Carm. No; but they will be finiſh'd by 
next Week. 

Puff. You muſt take Care of Novice's Col- 
lection of Medals — he'll want them by the 
End of the Month. 

Carm. 
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Carm. The Coins of the firſt Emperors are 
now ſteeping in Copperas; and I have an 
Otho, a Galba, a Nero, and two Domitians 
reaking from the Dunghill. — The reſt we 
can have from Doctor Mummy; a never fail- 
ing Chap, you know. 

Puff. Adieu. | | 

Carm. Yours, Sit —— a troubleſome Fel- 
low, this confounded Memory —— uſe- 
ful, tho' Rounds of Beef and roaſted Pigs ! 
—— muſt get rid of him ——Ay, but when? 
—— Why when? —— when I have gain'd 
my Point. But how, how then ? Oh, 
then it does not ſignify Two Pence. 


The End of the FIRST ACT. 


. 
Enter Puff as Monſieur Baron de Groningen, 
Carmine as Canto, and Bruſh. 


CanTo. OME, buſtle, buſtle. Bruſh, 
| you introduce Puff. Puff, how 
are you in your German? 
Puff. I canno ſpeak for Englandt, but I can 
mak underſtand very mightily. Will that do? 
Bruſh. To a Hair. Remember you are 
come hither to purchaſe Pictures for the Elector 
of Bavaria. Carmine, you muſt clap Lord 
Dupe's Coat of Arms on that half Length of 
Eraſmus ; I have fold it him, as his Great 
Grandfather's third Brother, for fifty Guineas. 
Canto. It ſhall be done. — Be it my Pro- 
vince to eſtabliſh the Baron's Reputation as a 
Connoifſeur. — Bruſh has ſeen you Abroad at 
the Court of the reigning Prince of Blantin. 
Puff. Yes; I was do Buſineſs mightily for 
Prince Blantin. 

Bruſh. Your Portraits go firſt, Carmine. 
Novice, Sir Poſitive Bubble, Fack Squander, 
Lord Dupe, and Moardecai Lazarus, the Jew 
Broker, have appointed me to examine with 
them the Hiſtory Picces. — Which are moſt 
likely to ſtick ? 


Canto. 
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Canto. Here's a Liſt. 
Bruſh. Huſh, hide the Erq/mus, I hear the 

Company on the Stairs. 
(Exit Carmine, and re-enter anon. 


Enter Lord Dupe, Bubble, Squander, &c. 


Lord. Mr. Bruſh, T am your devoted Ser- 
vant. You have procured my Anceſtor. + 

Bruſh. It is. in my Poſſeſſion, my Lord; 
and I have the Honour to aſſure your Lord- 
ſhip, that the Family Features are very diſ- 
cernible ; and allowing for the Difference of 
Dreſs, there's a ſtrong Likeneſs between you 
and your Predeceſſor. 

Lord. Sir, you have oblig'd me. All theſe you 
have, mark'd in the Catalogue are Originals ? 

Bruſh. Undoubted. But, my Lord, you need 
not depend ſolely on my Judgment; here's Myn- 
heer Baron de Groningen, who is come hither 
to ſurvey, and purchaſe for the Elector of Ba- 
varia; an indiſputable Connoiſſeur ; his Bid- 
ding will be a Direction for your Lordſhip. "Tis 
a thouſand Pities that any of theſe Maſters 
ſhould quit England. They were conducted hi- 

er at an immenſe Expence; and if they now 
leave us, what will it be but a public Decla- 
ration, that all Taſte and liberal Knowledge 
1s vaniſh'd from amongſt us ? 

Lord. Sir — leave the ſupport of the natio- 
nal Credit to my Care. Could you introduce 
me to Mynheer ? — Does he ſpeak Eng/i/b ? 


Bruſh. 
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Bruſh. Not fluently, but ſo as to be under- 
ſtood. Mynheer, Lord Dupe — the Patron of 
Arts, the Petronius for Taite, and for well- 
timed Generofity, the Leo —and the Macenas 
— of the preſent Age, deſires to know you. 

Puff. Sir, you honour me very mightily. I 
was hear of Lord Dupes in Hollandt. I was 
tell he was one Delatant, one Curicuſe, one 
Precieuſe of his Country. 

Lord. The Dutch are an obliging, civilized, 
well-bred, pretty kind of People. But, pray 
Sir, what occaſions us the Honour of a Viſit 
from yon? 


Puff. I was come to bid for Paints for de 
Elector of Bavaria. 


Lord. Are there any here that deſerve your 
Attention? 

Puff. O! dare are good Pieces; but dare is 
one I likes mightily; the off Sky, and home 
Track is fine, and the Maiſter is in it. 

Lord. What is the Subject? 

Puff. Dat I know not; vat I minds, vat 
you call the Draws and the Colors. 
| Lord. Mr. Canto, what is the Subject? 

Canto. It is, my Lord, St. Anthony of Padua 
exorciſing the Devil out of a Ram-Cat; it has 
a Companion ſomewhere— Oh ! here, which 
is the ſame Saint in a Wilderneſs, reading his * 
Breviary by the Light of a Glow-worm. 

Bruſh. Invaluable Pictures, both! and will 
match your Lordſhip's Corregis in the Saloon. 

? C Lord. 


22 *. & $ FM 


Lord. I'll have them. What Pictures are 

thoſe, Mr. Canto ? 

Canto. They are not in the Sale; but I fancy 
I could procure them for your Lordſhip. 

Lord. This, I preſume, might have been a 
Landſkip; but the Water, and the Men, and 
the Trees, and the Dogs, and the Ducks, and 
the Pigs, they are all obliterated, all gone. 

Bruſh. An indiſputable Mark of its Anti- 
quity ; its very Merit; beſides, a little Var- 
niſh will fetch the Figures again. 

Lord. Set it down for me — The next. 

Canto. That is a Moſes in the Bulruſhes. 
The blended Joy and Grief in the Figure of the 
Siſter in the Corner, the Diſtreſs and Anxiety 
of the Mother here, and the Beauty and Be- 
nevolence of Pharaoh's Daughter, are Circum- 
ſtances happily imagined, and boldly expreſs d. 

Bruſh. Vis day, 'tis but a modern Per- 
formance ; the Maſter is alive, and an Eng- 
liſhman — 

Lord. Oh! then I would not give it Houſe- 
* | = 

Puff. Here is a Piece I find ſtick up 
here in de Corner * 3 ſee in Hollandt, at 
Loo, a Piece mighty like; there was little 
Mices, that was nibble, nibble, nibble, upon 
vat you call Frumage, and little Shurels all 
with bruſh Tails ran up de Trees; and there 
was great Things, vat you call Pſhaw, that 
have long Bearts, and cry Ba. | 

Bruſh. 
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Bruſh. What, Goats ? 

Puff. Ay, dat was de Name. 

Lord. I ſhould think, by the Cheeſe and 
the Goats, Mynheer, yours was a Welch Piece, 
inſtead of a Dutch. 

Puff. Ah, twas goot Piece. I wiſh to my 
Heart, Lord Dupes was have that Piece. 


Enter Novice. 


Novice. Where's Mr. Bruſh? My dear 
Bruſh, am I too late? 

Bruſh. In pretty good Time. 

Nov. May I loſe my Orbo, or be tumbled 
from my Phaeton the firſt Time I jehup my 
Sorrels, if I have not made more Haſte than 
a young Surgeon to his firſt Labour. But the 
Lots, the Lots, my dear Bruſh, what are 
they? I'm upon the Rack of Impatience till 
I ſee them, and in a Fever of till I 
poſſeſs them. 

Bruſh. Mr. Canto, the Gentleman would 
be glad to ſee the Buſts, Medals, and precious 
Reliques,, of Greece and ancient Rome. 

Canto. Perhaps, Sir, we may ſhow him 
ſomething of greater Antiquity —Bring them 
forward — The' firſt Lot conſiſts of a Hand 
without an Arm, the firſt Joint of the Fore- 
Finger gone, ſuppoſed to be a Limb of the 
Apollo Delphos — The ſecond, half a Foot, 
with the Toes entire, of the Juno Lucing — 
The third, the Caduceus of the Mercurms In- 
C 2 Fernalis 


| 
| 
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fernalis — The fourth, the half of the Leg of 
the Infant Hercules — all indiſputable An- 
tiques, and of the Memphian Marble. 


Puff. Let me fee Funo's half Foot. All 
the Toes entire ? ; 


Canto. All. 

Puff. Here is a little Swelt by this Toe, 
that looks bad Proportion. 

All. Hey, hey. 

Puff. What's dat? 

Canto. That! Pſhaw! that! Why that's 
only a Corn. | 

All. Oh! 

Puff. Corn! dat was extreme natural; dat 
is fine; the Maiſter is in it. 

All. Very fine! Invaluable | 

Puff. Where is de Hercules Calf? Upon 
my Word tis a very large Calf; big, big, big, 
all de Way up, all de Way down. 
Lord. 1 believe this Hercules was an Iriſh 
Man. | 

Nov. But where are your Buſts ? Here, 
here, Gentlemen; here's a Curioſity; a Me- 
dal of Oriuna; got for me by Doctor Mummy; 
the only one in the viſible World; there may 
be ſome under Ground. | 
Tord. Fine, indeed! Will you permit me 
to taſte it ? It has the Reliſh. {All taſte. 

Nev. The Reliſh! Zooks it coſt me a 
hundred Guineas. 


Puff. By gar, it is a dear Bit, tho”. 


Nov. 
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Nov. So you may think ; but three times 
the Money ſhould not purchaſe it. 

Lord. Pray, Sir, whoſe Buſt is it that dig- 
nifies this Coin ? 

Nov. The Empreſs Oriuna, my Lord. 

Lord. And who, Sir, might ſhe be? I don't 
recollect to have heard of the Lady before. 
Nov. She, my Lord? Oh! ſhe was a kind 
of a What d'ye call 'em — a Sort of a Queen, 
or Wife, or ſomething or other to ſomebody, 
that liv'd a damn'd while ago — Mummy told 
me the whole Story; but before Gad I've for- 
got it. But come, the Buſts. 

Canto. Bring forward the Head from Her- 
culaneum. Now, Gentlemen, here is a Jewel. 

All. Ay, ay, let's ſee. 

Canto. Tis not entire, tho”. 

Nov. So much the better. 

Canto. Right, Sir — the very Mutilations 
of this Piece are worth all the moſt perfect 
Performances of modern Artiſts— Now, Gen- 
tlemen, here's a Touchſtone for your Taſte ! 

All. Great! Great, indeed! 

Nov. Great ? Amazing ! Divine ! Oh, let 
me embrace the dear dilmember'd Buſt! a 
little farther off. I'm raviſh'd ! I'm tranſ- 
ported ! What an Attitude? But then the 
Locks! How I adore the Simplicity of the 
Antients ! How unlike the preſent, priggiſh, 
prick-ear'd Puppets! How gracefully they 
fall all adown the Cheek! ſo decent, and ſo 

C 3 grave, 
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grave, and —Who the Devil do you think it 
is, Bruſh ? Is it a Man or a Woman? 

Canto. The Connoifſeurs differ. Some will 
have it to be the Jupiter Tonans of Phidias, 
and others the Venus of Paphos from Praxi- 
teles ; but I don't think it fierce enough for 
the firſt, nor handſome enough for the laſt. 
Nov. Yes, handſome enough. 
All. Very handſome ; handſome enough. 
Canto. Not quite — therefore I am inclined 
to join with Signor Julio de Pampedillo, who, 
in a Treatiſe dedicated to the King of the Two 
Sicilies, calls it the Serapis of the Ægyptianc, 
and ſuppoſes it to have been fabricated about 
eleven hundred and three Years before the 
Moſaic Account of the Creation. 

Nov. Prodigious ! and I dare ſwear, true. 

All. Oh! true, very true. 

Puff. Upon my Honour, tis a very fine 
Buſt ; but where is de Noſe ? OE” 

Nov. The Noſe ; what care I for the Noſe ? 
Where is de Noſe? Why, Sir, if it had a Noſe, 
I would not give Six-pence for it — How the 
Devil ſhould we diſtinguiſh the Works of the 
Antients, if they were perfect? — The Noſe, 
indeed ! Why I don't ſuppoſe, now, but, bar- 
ring the Noſe, Roubiliac could cut as good a 
Head every whit — Bruſh, who is this Man 
with his Noſe? The Fellow ſhould know 
ſomething of ſomething too, for he ſpeaks 
broken Eugliſb. : 

Wl Bruſh, 
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Bruſb. It is Mynheer Groningen, a great 


Connoiſſeur in Painting. 

Nov. That may be; but as to Sculpture, I 
am his very humble Servant. A Man muſt 
know damn'd little of Statuary, that diſlikes 
a Buſt for want of a Noſe. 

Canto. Right, Sir — The Noſe itſelf with- 
out the Head, nay, in another's Poſſeſſion, 

would be an Eſtate — But here are behind, 
Gentlemen and Ladies, an Equeſtrian Statue 
of Marcus Aurelius without the Horſe; and a 
compleat Statue of the Emperor Trajan, with 
only the Head and Legs miſſing; both from 
Herculaneum. — This Way, Gentlemen and 
Ladies. 

Enter Lady Pentweazel, Alderman, and Caleb. 


Lady. Now, Mr. Pentweazel, let us have 
none of your Blowbladder Breeding. Remem- 
ber you are at the Court-End of the Town. 
This is a Quality Auction — 

Ald. Where of courſe nothing is fold that 
is uſeful. — I am tutor'd, ſweet Honey. 

Lady. Caleb, keep behind, and don't be 
meddling. Sir — (To Bruſh. 

Bruſh. Your Pleaſure, Ma'am ? 

I ſhould be glad you would inform 
me if there are any Lots of very fine old China. 
I find the Quality are grown infinitely fond of 
it; and I am willing to ſhow the World, that 


we in the City have Taſte. 
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Bruſh. Tis a laudable Reſolution, Ma'am ; 
ard, I dare ſay, Mr. Canto can ſupply — 
Bleſs me, what's that? 

{Caleb throws down a China Diſh. 

Lady. That Boy, I ſuppoſe ! Well, if the 
miſchievous Brat has not broke a — and look 
how he ſtands — Sirrah, Sirrah, did I not bid 

ou not meddle — Leave ſucking your Thumbs. 
What, I ſuppoſe you learnt that Trick of your 
Friend the Monkey in the Waggon? 
Caleb. Indeed I did not go to do it, Mother. 

Ali Prytlice, tweet Honey, don't be ſo paſ- 
fionate. What's done can't be undone. The 
Loſs is not great; come, come. 

Bruſh. Mr. Alderman is in the right. The 
Affair is a Trifle ; but a twenty Guinea Job. 

Lady. Twenty Guineas ! You ſhould have 
twenty of my Teeth as — 

Canto. You mean if you had them — Your 
Lady ſhip does not know the Value of that Piece 
of China. It is the right old Japan of the pea- 
green Kind. Lady Mandarin offer d me, if I 
could match it, fourſcore Guineas for the Pair. 

Lord. A fine Piece, indeed! 

Puff. Tis ver fine! 

Caleb. Indeed, Father, I did not break it. 
I was crack d in the Middle, and fo fell a two 
in my Hand. 

Lady. What, was it crack'd ? 

Caleb. Yes, indeed, Mother. 

| Lady. There, Gentlemen 
Lord. 
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Lord. Ma'am, I would willingly ſet you 


right in this Affair; you don't ſeem ac- 
quainted with theſe Kinds of Things; there- 
fore, I have the I Ionour to tell you, that the 
Crack in the Middle is a Mark of it's An- 
tiquity, and enhances it's Value; and theſe 
Gentlemen are, I dare ſay, of the ſame O- 
pinion. 

All. Oh, intirely. 

Lady. You are all of a Gang, I think. A 
broken Piece of China better than a whole 
one! 

Lerd. Mx'am, I never diſpute with a Lady; 
but this Gentleman has Taſte; he is a Fo- 
reigner, and fo can't be thought prejudiced ; 
refer it to him; the Day grows late, and I 
want the Auction to begin. 

Ald. Sweet Honey, leave it to the Gentle- 
man. 

Lady. Well, Sir. ; 

Puff. Madam, I love to ſerve de Lady. Tis 
a ver fine Piece of China. I was ſee ſuch ano- 
ther Piece fell at Amſterdam for a hundred 


Ducats. "Tis ver well worth twenty Gui- 
nea. 


Caleb. Mother! — Father! Never ſtir if 
that Gentleman ben't the ſame that we ſee'd 
at the Painting Man's, that was fo zivil to 
Mother, only he has got a black Wig on, and 
ſpeaks outlandiſh. I'll be fur enough if it en't 


a May-game. 
Lady. 
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Lady. Hey! Let me die but the Boy's in the 
right. My Dear, as I'm alive, Mr. Puff, that 
weſawattheLimner's. I told you he was a more 
cleverer Man than I ever ſaw. Caleb is right; 
ſome Matter of Merriment, I warrant. 

Puff. Iwiſh it was. { A/ide. I no underſtand. 

Canto. So, Maſter Puff, you are caught. 

Aſide. 

Lord. This is a moſt unfortunate old Lady. 
— Ma'am, you are here under another Miſ- 
take. This is Mynheer Baron de | 

Lady. Mynheer Figs-end. Can't I believe 
my own Eyes? What, do you think, becauſe 
we live in the City, we can't ſee ? 

Nov. Fire me, my Lord, there may be more 
in this than we can gueſs. It's worth exami- 
ning into. Come, Sir, if you are Mynheer, 
who the Devil knows you ? 

Puff. I was know Maiſter Canto mightily. 

Nov. Mr. Canto, do you know this Baron? 

Canto. I ſee the Dog will be detected, and 
now is my Time to be even with him for his 
Rounds of Beef and roaſting Pigs. / Aide.) I 
can't ſay I ever ſaw the Gentleman before. 

Nov. Oh, oh! 

Lord. The Fellow is an Impoſtor ; a pal- 
pable Cheat. Sir, I think you came from the 
Rhine ; pray, how ſhould you like walking 


into the Thames ? 
you, my Lord ? The 


Nov. Or what think 
Raſcal complain'd but now t the Buſt 
| wanted 
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wanted a Noſe; 4 * we were to ſupply 
the Deficiency with his? 

Lord. But Juſtice, Mr. Novice. 

Canto. Great Raſcal, indeed, Gentlemen! If 
Rogues of this Stamp get once a Footing in 
theſe Aſſemblies, adieu to all moral Honeſty. 
I think an Example ſhould be made of him. 
But, were I to adviſe, he is a properer Subject 
for the Rabble to handle than the preſent 
Company. 

All. Away with him — 

Puff. Hands off. If I muſt ſuffer, it ſhall 
not be ſingly. Here is the obſequious Mr. 
Bruſh, and the very courtly Mr. Canto, ſhall 
be the Partners of my Diſtreſs. Know then, 
we all are Rogues, if the taking Advan- 
tage of the Abſurdities and Follies of Man- 
kind can be call'd Roguery. I own I have 
been a Cheat, and I glory in it. But 
what Point will you Virtuoſi, you Con- 
noifſeurs, gain by the Detection? Will not 
the publiſhing of our Crimes trumpet forth 
your Folly ? 

Lord. Matchleſs Impudence ! 

Puff. My noble Lord here, the Delatanti, 
the Curieu, the Precieu of this Nation, what 
infinite Glory will he acquire from this Story, 
that the Leo, the Mæcenat, the Petronius, 
notwithſtanding his exquiſite Taſte, has been 
drawn in to purchaſe, at an immenſe Ex- 
pence, a Cart-load of — Rubbiſh. 

Lord, 
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Lord. Gentlemen and Ladies — I have the 


Honour to take my Leave. | 
Puff. Y ourLordſhip's moſt obedient—When 
ſhall I ſend you yuut Corregro, your St. Anthony 
of Padua, your Kam Cat, my good Lord ? 
Lord. Raſcal. Exit. 
Nev. This won't do, Sir. — Tho' my Lord 
has not Spirit enough, damn me if I quit 
ou. 
: Pi f. What, my ſprightly Squire! Pray fa- 
vour me with a Sight of your Oriuna. — It 
has the Reliſh ; an indiſputable Antique ; be- 
ing a Briſtol Farthing, coin'd by a Soap-Boiler 
to pay his Journeymen in the Scarcity of 
Caſh, and purchaſed for two Pence of a tra- 
velling Tinker by, Sir, your humble Servant, 
Timothy Puff. Ha, ha, ha 
Nov. My Oriuna a Briſtol Farthing ! 
Puff. Moſt aſſuredly. 
Nov. Tl be revenged. {Going. 
Puff. Stay, ſtay, and take your Buſt, my 
ſweet Squire; your Serapit. Two Heads, they 
ſay, are better than one; lay them together. 
But the Locks! how gracefully they fall all 
adown ! fo decent, and ſo — ha, ha, ha 
Nev. Confound you. 
Puff. Why, Sir, if it had a Noſe, I would not 
ive Sixpence for it — Pray, how many Years 
tore the Creation was it fabricated, Squire ? 
Nov. I ſhall live to ſee you hang d, you 
Dog. (Exit. 
Puff 
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Puff. Nay, but, Squire; ha, ha, ha ! — 
Now, Madam, to your Ladyſhip I come ; to 
whoſe Diſcernment, aided by the Sagacity of 
your Son Caleb, I owe my Diſcovery. 

Ald. Look you, don't think to abuſe my 
Lady. I am one of the — 

Puff. Quorum — 1 know it, Mr. Alderman; 
but I mean to ſerve your Worſhip by humbling 
2 little the Vanity of your Wife. 

Lady. Come along, Chuck. ' I'll not ſtay to 
hear the Raſcality of the Fellow. 

Puff. Oh, my Lady Pentweazel, correct 
the Severity of that Frown, leſt you ſhould 
have more of the Meduſa than the Medicis in 
your Face. 

Lady. Saucy Jackanapes ! 

Puff. What, then, I have quite loſt my City 
Acquaintance ; why, I've promiſed all my 
Friends Tickets for my Lord Mayor's Ball, 
through your Ladyſhip's Intereſt. 

Lady. My Intereſt, indeed, for ſuch a — 

Puff. If Blowbladder-ftreet has any Charms 
— Sir — Ma'am — Not a Step — The 
fineſt Gentleman ! ha, ha, ha! — And what 
can you ſay for yourſelf, you cowardly ill- 
looking Raſcal (6 Canto.) Deſert your Friend 
at the firſt Pinch — your Ally — your Part- 
ner — No Apology, Sir — I have done with 
you. From Poverty and Shame I took you ; 
to that I reſtore you. Your Crime be your 
Puniſhment, turning to the Audience. / 

Coul 
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Could I be as ſecure from the Cenſure of this 
Aſſembly as I am ſafe from the Reſentment 
of Dupe, Novice, Suander ; from the alluring 
Baits of my amorous City Lady; and the 
dangerous Combination of my falſe Friend, I 
ſhould be happy. 


Tic from your Sentence I expect my Fate; 
Your Voice alone my Triumph can compleat. 
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PROLOG u E, 


Between Mr. Macxrix and his Wire. 


SHE O contradift me !/—Blockbead ! Ideot ! Fool! 
Set ! 


Hu. But amidſt theſe hard Names, our Diſpute is 


ergo. 
To PTE -- 4 know is High-Treaſon ; 
For the Will f Wiſe is alwes ber Reaſon. 
Suz. No, Sir, for once, [ll give up my Pretenſion, 
And ſubmit to the Pit our Cauſe of Diſſention. 
Hs. I agree; fer the Pit is our natural Lard. 
. Lapres, | 
Suna. —— Hey! How-eome you to claim the firſt 
Ward ! 
 GenTLemen, my Huſband and I have had a Dif- 


Pulte, 
Where the Difference hes *twwixt a Man and a Brute; 
ak whilſt the Folks fer the Farce are pre- 


You would pleaſe to decide, and give us the Hearing. 
Hen] Hem! 

After Plutarch of Rome! and Virgil of Greece 
And Vhads, and Eniends, and Authors like theſe ; 
I boldly offirm, deny it who can, 

That in Laughter confifts the true Eſſence of Man. 


Whilft my Huſband —— _ 


PROLOGUE. 7 
Hx. Nay, pray let me flate my own a, | 


And Tl make it as clear as the Noſe in your Face, 
That hiſſing in Man preſerves the firſt Place. 
To begin then with Critics; — "Tis their capital Bliſs, 
Than to laugb, dont you find it more pleaſing to biſs? 
In this all agree ;—Jews ! Infidels ! Turks! 
Sas. I rw @ ſeveet Sir,. you mean at your 
orks. | 


Yet even gainſt that Poe a potent Objection; 
For every Rule fill bas its Exception: 
Tho they biſs'd at your Farces, your Paſquin and 


Stuff, | 
At your Tragedy ſure they laugh d hearty enough. 
And again, Mr. Wiſeman, regard the Warld round, 
*Tis in Mankind alone that Laughter is found; 
W hilt your favourite biſfng, ſage Sir, if you pleaſe, 
You enjoy but in common with S s and Geeſe. 
Sas. And ar nt you aſham'd—('tis no time to di 
Jemble,) 
O Critics | theſe Creatures in this to refemble ? | 
* Hs. Not a Fot; in this Place 'tis of fingular Uſe, 
Of bad Poets and Players to reform the Abuſe. 
the Prall ice, kind Sirs | were I fit to adviſe, 
The biffing like Geeſe I would have you deſpiſe, : 
And copy the Serpent, —be ſubtle and wiſe, 
But free of bis Venom——Well, Sirs ! What ye 
2 


Let us wait 'till the End of 


the Play : 


In the Progreſs of ibat we ſhall eafily find, 
Whether 2 or bj 


ing is moſt to their Mind. 


He. I'm jure . 


bey will hiſs. 
SHE- And I hope they'll be kind. 
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ACT L Scans L 


Enter Mr. SUBTLE and Mr. CLassic. | 


1 

"A w $$ {till I fay that a Frenchman —— 
» Claſſic. Is a Fop; it is their 
k XX x national Diſeaſe ; not one of the 
Qualities for which you celebrate them, 
but owes its Origin to a Foible; their 
Taſte is Trifling, their Gaiety Grimace, 
and their Politeneſs, Pride. 


Mr. SUBTLE. 
E LL, well, that may be ; but 


RA 


Mr. Sub. Hey-dey! Why what the 
Deuce brings you to Paris then? 

Ca. A Debt to Friendſhip ; not but I 
think a ſhort Reſidence here, a very neceſ- 


fary Part in every Man of Faſhion's Edu- 
cation. 


B Mr. 
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Mr. Sub. Where's the Uſe ? 
Claſſ. In giving them a true Reliſh for 


their own domeſtic Happineſs ; a proper 


Veneration for their national Liberties ; a 


Contempt for Adulation; and an Honour 


for the extended generous Commerce of 
their Country. 


Mr. Sub. Why there, indeed, you have 


the Preference, Maſter Claflic ; the Traders 
here are a ſharp Set; cozening People ; 
Foreigners are their Food ; Civilities with 
a—Aye l aye! a Congee for a Crown, and 
a Shrug for a Shilling ; deviliſh dear, Maſ- 
ter Claſſic, deviliſh dear. 


Clafſ. To avoid their Exactions, we are, 


Mr. Subtle, recommended to your Protec- 


tion. 


Mr. Sub. Aye! and wiſely they did, who 


recommended you : Buy nothing but on 
mine or my Lady's Recommendation, and 
you are ſafe. But where was your Charge? 


Where was Mr. Buck laſt Night? My 


2 made a Party at Cards on Purpoſe 


for 
tily taken with him; ſhe longs to ſee him 
gan | 


im, and my Ward Lucinda is migh- 


Clofſ. I am afraid with the ſame Set his 


Father ſent him hither to avoid ; but we 
muſt endeavour to inſpire him with a Taſte 
for the Gallantries of 'this Court, and his 


Paſſion for the lower Amuſements of ours 
will diminiſh of courſe. 881 


Mr. | 


in PARIS. To 


Mr. Sub. All the Fraternity of Men- 
makers are for that Purpoſe without ; Tay- 
lors, Peruquiers, Hatters, Hoſiers—Is not 


that Mr. Buck's Engliſh Servant ? 


Enter Roger. 


Clafſ. Oh! aye, honeſt Roger. So, the 
old Doings, Roger; what Time did your. 
Maſter come Home ? 

Rog. Between Five and Six, pummell'd 
to a Jelly : Here been two of his old Com- 
rades follow'd un already ; I count we ſhall 
ha' the whole Gang in a Se'nnight. 

+ Clafj. Comrades, who? 

Rog. Dick Daylight and Bob Breadbaſket 
the Bruiſers: They all went to the Shew 
together, where they had the Devil to pay ; 
belike they had been ſent to Bridewell, 
hadn't a great Gentleman in a blue String 
come by and releas'd them. —I hear Maſter's 
Bell; do, Maſter Claſſic, ſtep up and talk 
to 'un ; he's now ſober, and may hearken 
to Reaſon. | 

Clas. I attend him. Mr. Subtle, you 
won't be out of the Way. [Exit Claſſic. 

Mr. Sub. I ſhall talk a little with' the 
Tradeſmen. A ſmoaky Fellow this Claflic ; 
but if Lucinda plays her Cards well, we 
have not much to fear from that Quarter: 
Contradiction ſeems to be the Life and Soul 
pf young Buck.—A —_ Expedition this, 

| 2 if 
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if it ſucceeds.—Fleece the Younker !— 
'Pſhaw, that's a Thing of Courſe !—but by 
his Means to get rid of Lucinda, and ſe- 
curely pocket her Patrimony j—aye ! that 
indeed—— }. 


Enter Mrs. Subtle. 


Oh! Wife! Have you open'd the -Plot ? 
Does the Girl come-into it greedily, hey ? 
Mrs. Sub. A little ſqueamiſh at firſt ; but 
I have open'd her Eyes. Never fear, my 
Dear, ſooner or later Women will attend 
to their Intereſt. 

Mr. Sub. Their Intereſt ! aye, that's true; 
but confider, my Dear, how dee ly our own 
Intereſt is concern'd, and let it quicken 
your Zeal. 

Mrs. Sub, D'ye think I am blind? But 
the Girl has got ſuch whimſical Notions of 
Honour, and is withal ſo decent and mo- 
deſt : I wonder where the Deuce ſhe got it; ; 
I am ſure it was not in my Houſe. - 

Mr. Sub. How does ſhe like Buck's Per- 
ſon ? 

Mrs. Sub, Well enough But prithee, 
Huſband, leave her to my Management, 
and confider we have more Irons in the Fire 
than one. Here is the Marquis de Soleil to 
meet Madam de Farde to Night. and 
where to put em, unleſs we can have Buck's 
Apartment; Oh! by the bye, has Count Cog 


3 ſel. 


in PARIS. ; 13 


fent you your Share out of Mr. Puntwell's 
Loſings a Thurſday ? 

Mr. Sub. I intend calling on him this 
Morning. | 

Mrs. Sub. Don't fail! He's a ſlippery 
Chap you know. 1 

Mr. Sub. There's no fear. Well, but our 
pretty Countrywoman lays about her hand- 
ſomely! Ha Hearts by Hundreds ! 
Hum ! EE, 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! that's a noble Prize, if 
we could but manage her; but ſhe's fo in- 
diſcreet, that ſhe'll be blown before we have 
made half our Market. I am this Morning 
to give Audience on her Score, to two 
Counts and a foreign Miniſter. 

Mr. Sub. Then ſtrike whilſt the Iron's 
hot : But they'll be here before I can talk 
to my People ; ſend 'em in prithee. | 


Enter Tradeſmen, 


Mr. Sub. So, Gentlemen; Oh! huſh! 
we are interrupted ; If they aſk for your 
Bills, you have left them at Home. 


Enter Buck, Claſſic and Roger. 


Buck. Ecod, I don't know how it ended, 
but I remember how it begun. Oh | Maſ- 
ter Subtle, how do'ſt, old Buck, hey? Give's 


thy 
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thy Paw ! And little Lucy how fares it with 
ſhe? Hum! | 

Mr. Sub. What has been the Matter, 
Squire? Your Face ſeems a little in Deſha- 
pille. 

Buck. A Touch of the Times, old Boy 
a ſmall Skirmiſh; after I was down tho', a 
Set of cowardly Sons of — ; there's George 
and I will box any five for their sum. 
Mr. Sub. But how happen'd it? The 
French are generally civil to Strangers. 
Buck. Oh ! damn'd civil! to fall ſeven or 
eight upon three: Seven or eight! Ecod we 
had the whole Houſe upon us at laſt. 
Mr. Sub. But what had you done ? 
Buck. Done! why nothing at all ! But 
Wounds how the Powder flew about, and 
the Monſieurs ſcour'd. 

Mr. Sub. But what Offence had either 
they or you committed ? 
Buck. Why I was telling Domine : laſt 
Night, Dick Daylight, Bob Breadbaſket and 
I were walking through one of their Rues 
I think they call them here, they are Streets 
in London; but they have ſuch deviliſh out- 
of-the-way Names for Things, that there is 
no remembering them ; ſo we ſee Crowds 
of People going into a Houſe, and Comedy 
paſted over the Door ; in we troop'd with 
the reſt, paid our Caſh, and fat down on 
the Stage ; preſently they had a Dance ; and 
one of the young Women with long Hair 

N trailing 
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trailing behind her, ſtood with her Back to 
a Rail, juſt by me: Ecod what does me! 
for nothing in the World but a Joke, as I 
hope for Mercy, but ties her Locks to the 
Rail; ſo when 'twas her turn to figure out, 
ſouſe ſhe flapp'd on her Back; twas deviliſh 
"comical, but they ſet up ſuch an Uproar : 
one whey-fac'd Son of a Bitch, that came to 
looſe the Woman, turn'd up his Noſe, and 
call'd me Bete: Ecod, I lent him a Lick in 
his Lanthorn Jaws, that will make him re- 
member the Spawn of old Marlborough, I 
warrant him: Another came up to ſecond 
him, but I let drive at the Mark, made the 
Soup-Maigre rumble in his Bread-baſket, 
and laid him ſprawling ; then in pour'd a 
Million of them ; I was knock'd down in a 
trice; and what happen'd after I know no 
more than you. But where's Lucy? I'll go 
ſee her. | 
Claſſ. Oh fye! Ladies are. treated here 
with a little more Ceremony: Mr. Subtle too 
has collected theſe People, who are to equip 
you for the Converſation of the Ladies. 
Buck. Wounds ! all theſe! What, Mr. 
Subtle, theſe are Mounſeeres too I ſuppoſe ? 
Mr. Sub. No! Squire, they are Engliſh- 
men : Faſhion has ordain'd, that as you em- 
ploy none but Foreigners at home, you muſt 
take up with your own Countrymen here. 
Claſj. It is not in this Inſtance alone we 
are particular, Mr. Subtle ; I have obſerv'd 
| many 
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many of our pretty Gentlemen, who con- 
deſcend to uſe entirely their native Lan- 
guage here, ſputter nothing but bad French 
in the Side - boxes at Home. 
Buck. Look you, Sir, as to you, and 
your Wife, and Miſs Lucy, I like you all 
well enough ; but the Devil a good Thing 
elſe have I ſeen ſince I loſt Sight of Dover; 
the Men are all Puppies, mincing and 
dancing, and chattering, and grinning : the 
Women a parcel of painted Dolls; their 
Food's fit for Hogs ; and as for their Lan- 
guage, let them learn it that like it, III 
none on't ; no, nor their Frippery neither : 
So here you may all march to the Place 
from whence you—Harkee ! What are you 
an Engliſhman ? 
Barber. Yes, Sir; a 
Buck. Domine ! Look here, what a Mon- 
ſter the Monkey has made of himſelf? Sir- 
rah ! if your String was long enough, I'd 
do your Buſineſs myſelf you Dog, to fink 
a bold Briton into ſuch a ſneaking, ſnivel- 
ling——the Raſcal looks as if he had not 
had a Piece of Beef and Pudding in his 


Paunch theſe twenty Years ; I'll be hang'd 
jf the Rogue ha'nt been fed upon Frogs ever 


fince he came over. Away with your 


Trum ! 


Claff Mr. Buck, a Compliance with the 
Cuſtoms of the Country in which we — 
where 
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where neither our Religion or Morals are 
concern'd, is a Duty we owe ourſelves. 

Mr. Sub. Beſides, Squire, Lucinda ex- 
&s that you ſhould uſher her to public 


laces ; which it would be impoſſible to do 
in that Dreſs. 


Buck. Why not? 

Mr. Sub. You'd be mobb'd. 

Buck. Mobb'd ! I ſhould be glad to ſee 
that. No! no! they ha'nt Spirit enough 
to mob here; but come, ſince theſe Fellows 
here are Engliſh, and it is the Faſhion, try 
on your Fooleries. 

Mr. Sub. Mr. Dauphine, come produce ; 
—Upon my Word, in an elegant Taſte, 
Sir; this Gentleman has had the Honour to— 

| Dauph. To work for all the Beaux Eſ- 
prits of the Court. My Fortune com- 
menc'd by a ſmall Alteration in a Cut of the 
Corner of the Sleeve for Count Crib ; but 
the Addition of a ninth Plait in the Skirt of 
Marſhal Tonerre, was applauded by Madam 
la Ducheſs Rambouillet, and totally eſta- 
bliſh'd the Reputation of your humble Ser- 
vant. 


Buck. Hold your Jaw and diſpatch. 

Mr. Sub. A Word with you——I1 don't 
think it impoſſible to get you acquainted 
with Madam de Rambouillet. 

Buck. An't the a Papiſt? 

Mr. Sub. Undoubtedly. 

Buck, Then T'll ha' nothing to ſay to her. 


C Mr. 
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Mr. Sub. Oh fie! Who minds the Reli- 
gion of a pretty Woman? Beſides all this 
Country are of the ſame. 

Buck. For that Reaſon I don't care how 
ſoon I get out of it: Come, let's get rid of 
you all as ſoon as we can. And what are 
you, hey? 

Barb. Je ſuis Peruquier, Monfieur. 

Buck. Speak Engliſh, you Son of a 
_ Whore. 

Barb. I am a Wann Sir. 

Buck. Then why could not you ſay ſo at 
firſt? What are you aſham'd of your Mo- 
ther Tongue ? I knew this Fellow was a 
Puppy by his Pig-tail. Come, let's ſee your 
handy Work. 

Barb. As I found you were in a Hurry, 
I have brought you, Sir, ſomething that 
will do for the preſent : But a Peruque 
is a different Ouvrage, another Sort o 
Thing here, from what it is en Ang . 3 
we muſt conſult the Colour of the Com- 
plexion, and the Tour de Viſage, the Form 
of the Face ; for which End it will be ne- 
ceſſary to regard your Countenance in dif- 
ferent Lights :——A little to the Right, if 
you pleaſe. 

Buck. Why you Dog, d'ye think Ill ſub- 
mit to be exerciſed by you ? 

Barb. Oh mon Dieu! Monſieur, if you 
don't, it will be impoſſible to make your 
Wig comm il _ 

Buck. 
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Buck. Sirrah, ſpeak another French Word, 
and I'll kick you down Stairs. 

Barb, Gad's Curſe ! Would you reſem- 
ble ſome of your Countrymen, who at their 
firſt Importation with nine Hairs of a Side 
to a brawny pair of Cheeks, look like a 
Saracen's Hea Or elſe their Water-gruel 
Jaws ſunk in a Thicket of Curls, appear, 
for all the World, like a Lark in a Soup- 
diſh ! 

Mr. Sub. Come, Squire, ſubmit ; tis but 
for once. 

Buck. Well, but what muſt I do? 

[ Places bim in a Chair. 

Barb. To the Ri l Sir — now to the 
Left now your and now, Sir, I'll 
do your Buſineſs, 

Mr. Sub. Look at yourſelf a little ; ſee 
what a Revolution this has occaſion'd in 
your whole Figure. 

Buck. Yes! a bloody pretty Figure in- 
deed ! But tis a Figure I am damnably + 
aſham'd of : I would not be ſeen by Jack 
Wildfire or Dick Riot for fifty Pounds, in 
this Trim, for all that. 

Mr. Sub. Upon my Honour, Dreſs greatly 
improves you. Your Opinion, Mr. Claſſic. 

Claſſ. They do mighty well, Sir; and in 
a little Time Mr. Buck will be eaſy 1 in them. 

Buck. Shall I! I am glad on't, for I am 
damnably uneaſy at preſent, Mr. Subtle, 
What muſt I do now ? 


CL | Mr, 
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Mr. Sub. Now, Sir, if you'll call upon 
my Wife, you'll find Lucinda with her, and 
Ill wait on you preſently. 

Buck. Come along Domine ! But harkee, 
Mr. Subtle, I'll out of my Tramels, when 
I hunt with the King, 

Mr. Sub. Well! Well! ; 

Buck. I'll on with my Jemmy's ; none of 
your black Bags and Jack Boots for me. 

Mr. Sub. No! No! 

Buck. T'll ſhew them the Odds on't ! old 
Silver-Tail ! I will! Hey! 

Mr. Sub. Ay! ay! 

Buck. Hedge, Stake, or Stile ! over we 

o! 
n Mr. Sub. Ay! But Mr. Claſſic waits. 
Buck. But d' ye think they'll follow ? 

Mr. Sub. Oh no! Impoſſible! © 

Buck. Did I tell you what a Chace the 
carry'd me laſt Chriſtmas Eve, we unken- 
nell'd at | | 

Mr. Sub. I am buſy now ; at any other 
Time. 
Buck. You'll follow us. I have ſent for 

my Hounds and Horſes. 

Mr. Sub. Have you? 

Buck. They ſhall make the Tour of Eu- 
rope with me : And then there's Tom At- 
kins the Huntſman, the two Whippers-in, 
and little Joey the Groom comes EE how ; 
Dammy, what a ſtrange Place they'll think 
this ? But no Matter for that ; then we ſhall 

be 
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be Company enough of ourſelves. But 
you'll follow us in? 

Mr. Sub. In ten Minutes —An imperti- 
nent Jackanapes ! But I ſhall ſoon ha' done 
with him. $0, Gentlemen; well, you ſee 
we have a good Subject to work upon. 
Harkee, Dauphine, I muſt have more than 
20 per Cent. out of that Suit. 

Dauph. Upon my Soul, Mr. Subtle, I 
can't. 

Mr, Sub. Why I have always that upon 
new. 

Dauph. New! Sir! Why as I hope to be— 

Mr. Sub. Come, don't lie; don't damn 
yourſelf, Dauphine ; don't be a Rogue ; did 
not I ſee at Madam Fripon's that Waiſtcoat 
and Sleeves upon Colonel Crambo ? 

Danph. As to the Waiſtcoat and Sleeves, 
I own ; but for the Body and Lining 
may I never ſee 
Mr. Sub. Come, don't be a Scoundrel ; 
five and thirty, or I've done. 

Dauph. Well, if I muſt, I muſt. 

Mr. Sub. Oh ! Solitaire ! I can't pay that 
Draft of Mr. —— theſe fix Weeks ; I want 
Money. 

Salli. Je ſuis dans le meme cas—Je— 
Mr. Sub. What d'ye mutiny, Raſcal? 


About your Buſineſs, or — 


| [ Exeunt. 
] muſt keep theſe Fellows under, or I 
ſhall 
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ſhall have a fine Time on't ; they know 
they can't do without me, 


Enter Mrs. Subtle. 


Mrs. Sub. The Calais Letters! my Dear. 
Mr. Sub. (reads.) Ah! ah! Calaig-the 
Dover Packet arrived laſt Night, Loading 
as follows : Six Taylors, ditto Barbers, five 
Milliners, bound to Paris to ſtudy Faſhions ; 
four Citizens come to ſettle here for à Month 
by way of ſeeing the Country ; ditto their 
Wives; ten French Valets, with nine Cooks, 
all from Newgate, where they had been 
ſent for robbing their Maſters ; nine Figure- 
dancers, exported in September ra and 
lean, imported well clad and in good Caſe ; 
twelve Dogs, ditto Bitches, with two Mon- 
| kies, and a Litter of Puppies from Mother 

Midnight's in the Haymarket : A precious 
CT Poſiſcript. One of the Coaſters is 
juſt put in, with his Grace the Duke of 
———, my Lord, and an old Gentleman, 
whoſe Name I can't learn. Gadſo! Well, 
my Dear, I muſt run, and try to ſecure theſe 
Cuſtomers; there's no Time to be loſt : 
Mean while 


Enter 
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Enter Claſſic. 


4 So, Maſter Co, what haye you left 
e young Couple together ? | 
_ Claſſ. They as your Ladyſhip's Pre- 
ſence, Madam, for a ſhort Tour to the 
Tuilleries. I have received ſome Letters 
which I muſt anſwer immediately. 

Mr. Sub. Oh! Well! Well! no Cere- 
mony ; we are all of a Family, you know, 
Servant. IExit. 

Claſſ. Roger 


Enter Roger. 


Rog. Anon! | 

Claſſ. I have juſt received a Letter from 
your old Maſter ; he was landed at Calais, 
and will be this Evening at Paris. Itis ab- 
ſolutely n that this Circumſtance 
ſhould be conceal'd from his Son ; for which 
Purpoſe you muſt wait at the Picardy Gate, 


£2 deliver a Letter I ſhall give you, into 
s own Hand. 


Rog. I'll warrant you. 

Clafſ. But, Roger, be ſecret. 

Rog. Oh ! lud ! Never you fear 

Claſſ. So, Mr. Subtle, I ſee your Aim. 
A pretty Lodging we have hit upon; the 
Miſtreſs a Commode, and the Maſter a—. 
But who can this Ward be ? Poflibly the 


3 neglected 


Fire and Fury of their Blood, to all the 
Follies and Extra 
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neglected Punk of ſome riotous Man of 
Quality. Tis lucky Mr. Buck's Father is 
arriv d, or my Authority would prove but 
an inſufficient Match for my Pupil's Obſti- 
nacy. This mad Boy ! How difficult, how 
diſagreeable a Taſk have I undertaken ? And 
how general, yet how dangerous an Expe- 
riment is it to expoſe our Youth, in the y 


ce of this fantaſtic 
Court ? Far different was the prudent Prac- 
tice of our Forefathers, 


They ſcorn d to truck, for baſe unmanly Arts, 

Their native Plainneſs, and their boneſt Hearts y 

A bene er they deign'd to viſit baughty France, 
*Twwas arm d with bearded Dart, and pointed Launce. 
No pompous Pageants lur'd their curious Eye, 
No Charms for them had Fops or Flattery ; 
Paris they knew, their Streamers wav'd around, 
There Britons ſaw 4 Britiſh Harry crown'd. 

Far other Views attract our modern Race, | 
Trulli, Ttupees, Trinkets, Bags, Brocades and Lace; & 
ing Form, and 6 fiftitious Face. 


A flaunt 

Rouſe ! re-aſſume ! refuſe a Gallic Reign, 

Nor let their Arts win that their Arms could nevelh 
Zain. 8 = 


End of the FIRST ACT. 
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ACT m 


Enter Mr. Claflic and Roger. 


RoGER. 


LD Maiſter's at a Coffee-houſe next 
Street, and will tarry 'till you ſend 
for un. | 

Claſſj. Bye and bye, in the Duſk, bring 
him up the back Stairs. You muſt be care- 
ful that nobody ſees him. 


Rog. I warrant you. 


Clafſ. Let Sir John know, that I would 
wait on him myſelf, but I don't think it 
Efe to quit the Houſe an Inſtant, 
© Rog. Ay, ay. Exit Roger. 

Clafſ. I ſuppoſe, by this Tie Ars 
are p well ſettled within, and my Ab- 
ſence only wanted to accompliſh the Scene ; 
but I ſhall take Care to Oh! Mr. 
Subtle, and his Lady. | 


D Enter 
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Enter Mr. and Mrs. Subtle. 


Mrs. Sub. Oh! delightfully ! Now, my 
Deareſt, I hope you will no longer diſpute 
my Abilities for forming a Female. yo 

Mr. Sub. Never, never: How the Bag- 
gage leer'd ! 

Mrs. Sub. And the Booby gap'd! 

Mr. Sub. So kind, and yet fo coy ; ſo free, 
but then fo reſerved ; Oh! the has him! 

Mrs. Sub. Aye! aye! the Fiſh is hook'd ; 
but then ſafely to land him. ——Is Claflic 
ſuſpicious ? 

Mr. Sub. Not that I obſerve; but the 
Secret muſt ſoon be blaz'd. 
| Mrs. Sub. Therefore diſpatch: I have 
laid a Trap to enflame his Affection. | 

Mr. Sub. How? 

Mrs. Sub. He ſhall be treated ** a Dit. 
play of Lucy's Talents; her ſinging, danc- 
ing. 

Mr. Sub. Pihaw ! her ſinging and danc- 
ing! | 
"Mr. Sub. Ah! you don't know, Huſ- 
band, half the Force of theſe Accompliſh- 
ments in a faſhionable Figure. 

Mr. Sub. I doubt her Execution. 

Mrs. Sub. You have no Reaſon ; ſhe does 
both well enough to flatter a F ool ; eſpe- 
cially with Love for her fecond : Beſides, I 
have a Coup de Maitre, a ſure Card. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Sub. What's that? 

Mrs. Sub. A Rival. 

Mr. Sub. Who ? 

Mrs. Sub. The Language-Maſter : He 
may be eaſily equipt for the Expedition; 
a ſecond-hand tawdry Suit of Cloaths will 
paſs him on our Countryman for a Marquiſs; 
and then to excuſe his ſpeaking our Lan- 
guage ſo well, he may have been educated 
early in England. But huſh ! the Squire 
approaches ; don't ſeem to obſerve him. 


Enter Buck. 


For my Part, I never ſaw any Thing fo 
alter'd fince I was born : In my Conſcience, 
I believe ſhe's in Love with him. 

Buck. Huſh ! [ Afide.] 

Mr. Sub. D'ye think ſo ? 

Mrs. Sub. Why, where's the Wonder? 
He's a pretty, good-humour'd, ſprightly 
Fellow ; and, for the Time, ſuch an Im- 
provement! Why he wears his Cloaths as 
eaſily, and moves as genteely, as if he had 
been at Paris theſe twenty Years. 

Mr. Sub. Indeed! How does he dance? 

Mrs. Sub. Why he has had but three 
Leſſons from Marſeil, and he moves already 
like Dupre. Oh! three Months Stay here, 
will render him a perfect Model for the 
Engliſh Court. 

D 2 Mr. 
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Mr. Sub. Gadſo! No wonder then, with 
theſe Qualities, that he has caught the Heart 
of my Ward ; but we muſt take Care that 
the Girl does nothing imprudent. 

Mrs. Sub. Oh! diſmiſs your Fears; her 
Family, good Senſe, and more than all, her 
being educated under my Eye, render them 


unneceſſary; beſides, Mr. Buck is too much 
a Man of Honour to——— 


He interrupts them. 


Buck. Damn me, if I an' t. 

Mrs. Sub. Bleſs me! Sir! you here! 1 
did not expet——— 

Buck. I beg Pardon ; but all that I heard 
was, that Mr. Buck was a Man of Honour, 
| I wanted to have ſome Chat with you, 
Madam, in private. 

Mr. Sub. Then I'll withdraw. You ſee 
I dare truſt you alone with my Wife. 

Buck. So you may ſafely ; I have other 
Game in View. Servant, Mr. Subtle. 

Mrs. Sub. Now for a puzzling Scene : I 
long to know. how he'll begin. ell, Mr. 
Buck, your Commands with me, Sir. 

Buck. Why, Madam,—I ah—I ah 
but let's ſhut the Door: I was, Madam, 
hl ah! Can't you gueſs what I want 
to talk about ? 1 | 

Mrs. Sus. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Buck. Well, but try ; upon my Soul I'll 
tell you, if you're right. | 
| Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sub. It will be impoſſible for me to 
divine: But come, open a little! | 
Buck. Why, have you obſerv'd nothing? 

Mrs. Sub. About who? 

Buck. Why, about me 

Mrs. Sub. Ves; you are new-dreſs'd, and 

your Cloaths become you. 
Buck. Pretty well ; but it an't that. 
Mrs. Sub. What is it ? 
Buck. Why, ah! ah !--Upon my Soul, 
I can't bring it out. 

Mrs. Sub. Nay, then it's to no Purpoſe 
to wait: Write your Mind. 


Buck. No! No! Stop a Moment, and I 
will tell. 
Mrs. Sub. Be expeditious, then. 


Buck. Why, I wanted to talk about Miſs 
Lucinda. | 

Mrs. Sub. What of her? 

Buck. She's a bloody fine Girl; and I 
ſhould be glad to —_ 
Mrs. Sub. To——Bleſs me! What! Mr. 
Buck ! And in my Houſe! Oh ! Mr. Buck, 
ou have deceiv'd me! Little did I think, 
that, under the Appearance of ſo much Ho- 
neſty, you could go to—— 

1 7 my Soul, you're miſtaken. 

Mrs. Sub. A poor Orphan too! Depriv'd 
in her earlieſt Infancy of a Father's Pru- 
dence, and a Mother's Care. 

Buck. Why I tell you 

Mrs. Sub. So ſweet, ſo lovely an Inno- 

| cence; 
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cence ; her Mind as ſpotleſs as her Per- 


ſon. 

Buck. Hey-day ! 

Mrs. Sub. And me, Sir ! Where had you 
your Thoughts of me? How dar'd you ſup- 
poſe that I would connive at ſuch a—. 

Buck. The Woman is bewitch'd ! 

Mrs. Sub. I! whoſe untainted Reputa- 
tion the bliſtering Tongue of Slander never 
blaſted. Full fifteen Years, in Wedlock's 
ſacred Bands, have I liv'd unreproach'd ; 
and now to 

Buck. Od's Fury ! She's in Heroics! 

Mrs. Sub. And this from you too, whoſe 
fair Outſide and bewitching Tongue had ſo 
far lull'd my Fears, I dar'd have truſted all 
my Daughters, nay, myſelf too, fingly, with 

ou. 
, Buck. Upon my Soul! and fo you might 
ſafely. 

Mrs. Sub. Well, Sir, and what have you 
to urge in your Defence? 

Buck. Oh ! oh! What are you got pretty 
well to the End of your Line, are you ? And 
now, if you'll be quiet a Bit, we may make 
a Shift to underſtand one another a little. 

Mrs. Sub. Be quick, and eaſe me of my 
Fears. 

Buck. Eaſe you of your Fears ! I don't 
know how the Devil you got them. All 
that I wanted to ſay was, that Miſs Lucy 
was 
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was a fine Wench ; and if ſhe was as wil- 
ling as me,— 

- Mr. Sub. Willing ! Sir ! What 1 

Buck. If you are in your Airs again, I 
may as well decamp. 

Mrs. Sub. I am calm; go on. 

Buck. Why that if ſhe lik'd me, as well 
as I lik'd her, we might, perhaps, if you 
lik'd it too, be married together. 

Mrs. Sub. Oh ! Sir! if that was indeed 
your Drift, 1 am fatisfy'd. But don't in- 
dulge your Wiſh. too much ; there are nu- 
merous Obſtacles ; your F ather's Conſent, 
the Law of the Land, 

Buck. What Laws ? | | 

Mrs. Sub. All clandeſtine Marriages are 
void in this Country. | 

Buck. Damn the Country: In. London 
now, a Footman may drive to May-Fair, 
and in five Minutes be tack'd to a Counteſs; 
but there's no Liberty here. 
Mrs. Sub. Some inconſiderate Couples 
have indeed gone off Poſt to Proteſtant 
States; but I hope my Ward will have more 
Prudence. 

Buck. Well, well, leave that to me. D'ye 
think ſhe likes me ? 

Mrs. Sub. Why to deal candidly with 
you, ſhe does. 

Buck. Does ſhe, by — 

Mrs. Sus. Calm your Tranſports. 


Buck. 
iT 4 
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Buck. Well ! But how ? She did not, did 
ſhe! „ 4 Come now, tel 
] hear her coming; this is her 
Hour for Muſic and Dancing, 


Buck. Could not I have 
Mrs. Sub, Withdraw to M. A Corner. 


Enter Lucinda, with Singing and Nas 
L | * Dancing 


Lor. The News; the News; Monſieur 
Gamut 3 I die, if I have not the firſt Intel- 
| What's doing at.Verſailles ? When 
goes the Court to Marli ? Does Rameau 
write the next Opera? What ſay the Critics 
of Voltaire's Duke de Foix? Anſwer me all 
in a Breath 

Buck. A brave · ſpirited Girl 1 She'll take 
a five-barr'd Gate in a Fortnight. 

1.5705 The Converſation of the Court your 
LOS has engroſs ber ever fince you laſt 

it with your Appearance. 

= Oh l you Flatterer have II Well! 
and what freſh Victims? But tis impoſſible; 
the Sunſhine of a northern Beauty is too 
feeble to thaw the icy Heart of a French 
Courtier. 

Gam. What Injuftice to your own Charms 


and our Diſcernment ! 
Luc. Indeed ! nay, I care not; if I have 


Fire enough to warm one Britiſh . 
rule 
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rule! rule l ye Paris Belles! I envy not 
your Conqueſts. 

Mrs. Sab. Meaning yau: 
Buck. Indeed! 
Mrs. Sub. Certain! 
Buck. Huſh! 
Luc. But come; a Truce to Galdtitry, 
Gamut, and to the Buſineſs of the Day: 
Oh! I am quite enchanted with this new 
inſtrument ; tis ſo languiſhing and ſo por- 
table, and ſo ſoft — 4 ſo filly : But come, 
for your laſt Leſſon. 

am. D'ye like the Words ? 
Luc. Oh! Charming ! They are fo melt- 
ing, and eaſy, and elegant. Now for a 
Cou de Eſjai. 
am. Take Care of your Expreſſion ; let 
your Eyes and Addreſs accompany the Sound 
and Sentiment. 

Luc. But, dear Gamut, if I am out, don't 


interrupt me; correct me afterwards. 
' Gam. Alons, commences. 


s O N 6. 
1, 
AR un matin Liſette ſe leva; 
Et dans un bois ſeulette Sen alla. 
Ta, la, la, &c. 


E 


II. 
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II. 


Elle cherchoit des nids de ga de la, 
Dans un buiſſon le Roſſignol chanta. 


Ta, la, la, &c 


III. 


Toute doucement elle den approcha, 
Savez vous bien, ce quelle denicha. 


Ta, la, la. 


IV. 


C etoit PF Amour, I Amour P attendoit la, 
Le bel Oiſeau dit elle que voila. | 
Ta, la, la. 


V. 


La pauvre enfant le prit, le careſſa, 
Sous ſon mouchorry en riant le plaga. 


Ta, la, la. 


VI. 


Son petit cœur auſſitot Senflama, 
Elle gemit, et ne ſpait ce quelle a. 


Ta, la, In. 
VII. 


Pl 434; 


VII. 


Elle den va ſe plaindre à ſon 
En lui parlant 1 4 a” 


Ta, la, la. 
VIII. 


Le bon Papa qui Sen doutoit deja. 
Lui dit je ſpais un remede a cela. 
'S'®, My, 


IX. 


Il prit I Amour, les ailes lui coupa, 
Dun double noeud fertement le lia. | 
| Ta, la, la. 


X. 
Dans la voliere auſſitut I en ferma, 


Chantez Fripon autant qu il vous plaira. 
Ta, la, la. 


XI. 


Heureuſement la belle Sen tira, 
Mais on n'a pas toujours ce ſecret la. 
Ta, la, la. 


E 2 | XII. 
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XII. 
— beaute que Amour 
ers le tour gu 2. tte ne, 


Ta, la, la, 


* 


2 Bravo | row ! Ne 
Buck. Bravo 171 y Lady, w 
was the Song about ? m3 to 4 2 
Mrs. Sub. Love: own com- 
poſing. 
| Back. What, does ſhe make Verſes then? 
Mrs. Sub. Finely. I take you to be the 
Subject of theſe. 


Buck. Ah! D'ye think fo! Gad ! I 
thought by her ogling, 'twas the Muſic- 
Man himſelf, 

Luc. Well, Mr. Gamut ; ; tolerably well, 
for ſo young a Scholar. 


Gam. Inimitably, Madam Your Lady- 


ſhip's Progreſs will undoubtedly fix my 
Fortune. | 


Enter Servant. 


Luc, Your Servant, Sir. | 
Ser. Madam, your Dancing-Maſter, Mon- 
fieur Kitteau. 


Luc. Admit him, 


Enter Kitteau. 
Monſieur Kitteau, I can't 1 y take a Leſ- 
for this Morning, I am fo buſy ; but if you 
' pleaſe, 
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pleaſe, I'll juſt hobble over a Minuet by 
way of Exerciſe. ; 


Enter a Servant. [After the Dance. 


Serv. Monſieur le Marquis de 
Luc. Admit him this Inſtant. 
Mrs. Sub. A Lover of Lucinda ! a French- 
man of Faſhion, and vaſt Fortune. 

Buck. Never heed ; I'll foon do his Bu- 
fineſs, I'll warrant you. 


Enter Marquit. 


Luc. My dear Marquis 

Mar. Ma chere adorable! "Tis an Age 
fince I ſaw you. 1 

Luc. Oh! An Eternity! But tis your 
own Fault, though. 

Marg. My Misfortune, ma Princeſſe | Byt 
now I'll redeem my Error, and root for ever 

ere. 

Buck. I ſhall make a Shift to tranſplant 
you, I believe. 8 
Luc. You can't conceive how your > . 
ſence has diſtreſs d me. Demand of the 
Gentlemen the melancholy Mood of my 
Mind. 

Marg. But now that I am arriv'd, we Il 
dance and fing, and drive Care to the—Ha! 
Monſieur Kitteau ! have you practis d this 
Morning? * 
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| Luc. I had juſt given my Hand to Kit- 


teau before you came. 

Marg. I was in Hopes that Honour would 
have been reſerv'd for me. May I flatter 
myſelf that your Ladyſhip will do me the 
Honour of venturing upon the Fatigue of 
another Minuet this Morning with me f 


Enter Buck briſtiy. Takes ber Hand. 


Buck. Not that you know of Monſieur. 
Marg. Hey! Diable Quelle Bete | 
Ruck. Harkee, Monſieur Ragout, if you 
repeat that Word Bete, I ſhall make you 
ſwallow it again, as I did laſt Night one of 
your Countrymen. 
Mar. Auel Sauvage | 
1 And another Word; as I know 
can ſpeak very good Engliſh, if you 
will ; when you vA t, 1 ſhall take it for 
granted you're abuſing me, and treat you 
accordingly. 
25 Cavalier enough ! But you are pro- 
tected . Mademoiſelle, who is this offi- 
.cipus.Gentleman ? How comes he intereſt- 
ed? Some Relation, I ſuppoſe ! 
Buck. No; I'm a Lover. 
Marg. Oh! oh! a Rival! Eh Morbleu! 
a dangerous one too. Ha! ha! Well, 
Monſieur, what, and I ſuppoſe you pre- 
ſume to give Laws to this Lady; and are 
determin'd, out of your very great*and fin- 
| 2 gular 
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gular Affection, to knock down every Mor- 
tal ſhe likes, A. la- mode d Angleterre; Hey! 
Monfieur Roaſt- Beef! 3 

Buck. No; but I intend that Lady for 
my Wife ; conſider her as ſuch ; and don't 
chuſe to have her ſoil'd- by the impertinent 
Addreſſes of every French Fop, A-la-mode 
de Paris, Mounſieur Fricaſly ! | 

Marg. Fricaſly ! 

Buck. We. 

Luc. A Truce; a Truce, I beſeech you, 
Gentlemen : It ſeems I am the golden Prize 
for which you plead ; produce your Preten- 
fions ; you are the Repreſentatives of your 
reſpective Countries; begin, Marquis, for 
the Honour of France : Let me hear what 
Advantages I am to derive from a Conjugal 
Union with you. 

Marg. Abſtracted ſrom thoſe which I 
think are pretty viſible; a perpetual Refi- 
dence in this Paradiſe of Pleaſures ; to be the 
Object of univerſal Adoration ; to ſay what 
= pleaſe, go where you will, do what you 

ike, form Faſhions, hate your Huſband, 


and let him ſee it; indulge your Galant, 
and let-tother know it; run in Debt, and 


oblige the poor Devil to pay it. He! Ma 


chere ! There are Pleaſures for you. | 

Luc. Bravo ! Marquis ! Theſe are Allure- 
ments for a Woman of Spirit; but don't let 
us conclude too haſtily ; hear the other Side: 


What 


. _ Pr. * * —_— - 
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to cheat at C 


. © 


| running in Debt neceſſary. Find that here 
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What have you to offer, Mr. Buck, in fa- 
vour of England ? 
332 y. — 1 
Spirit, ve you E 
I wg a Paris, with a Privilege for- 
got by the nis, an indiſputable Right 
in ſpight of Detection. 
a Pardon me, Sir, we have the farne ; 
but I thought this Privilege fo known and 
univerſal x 5 twas needleſs to mention it. 
Buck. You'll give up nothing, I find ; but 
to tell my blunt Thoughts in a Word, 
If any Woman can be ſo abandon'd, as to 
rank amongſt the Comforts of Matrimony, 
the Privilege of hating her Huſband, and the 
Liberty of committing every Folly and every 
Vice contained in your Catalogue, the may 
ſtay fingle for me ; for damn me, if I'm a 
Huſhand fit for her Humour; that's all. 
Marg. I told you, Mademoiſelle! 
Luc. But ſtay, what have to offer as 
a Counterbalance for theſe ? 
Buck. Why, I have, Madam, Courage 
protect you, Good-nature to indulge your 
Love, and Health enough to make Galants 
uſeleſs, and too a Fortune to render 


if you can, 
Marg. stelle 
Luc. Spoke with the Sincetity of a 
*Briton ; and as I don't perceive that I ſhall 
Have any Uſe for the faſhionable Libe 


rties 
you 
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you propoſe, you'll pardon, Marquis, my na- 
tional Prejudice, here's my Hand, Mr. Buck. 

Buck. Servant, Monſieur ! 

Marg. Serviteur |! 

Buck. No Offence ! 

Marg. Not in the leaſt; I am only afraid 
the Reputation of that Lady's Taſte will ſuf- 
fer a little ; and to ſhew her at once the dif- 


ference of her Choice, the Preference, which - 
if beftow'd on me, would not fail to exaſ- 


perate you, I ſupport without murmuring ; 
fo, that Favour which would probably have 
- provok'd my Fate, is now your Protection. 
Vaila la politeſſe Frangoiſe, Madam; I have 
the Honour to be——Bor Four Monſieur. 
Tol de rol. [Exit Marg. 
Buck. The Fellow bears it well. Now 
if you'll give me your Hand, we'll in, and 

ſettle Matters with Mr. Subtle. 
Luc. 'Tis now my Duty to obey. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Roger, peeping about. 


Reg. The Coaſt is clear; Sir, Sir, you 
may come in now, Maſter Claſſic. 


F Enter 


- 
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Enter Mr. Claſſic and the Father. 


_ Claſſ. Roger, watch at the Door. I with 
Sir John, I could give you a more chearful 
Welcome, but we bave no Time to loſe. in 
Ceremony ; you are arrived in the critical 
Minute ; two Hours more would have plac'd 
the inconſiderate Couple out of the Reach 
of Purſuit. 
Father, How can I acknowledge your 
Kindneſs ? You have preſerv'd my Son; 
you have ſav d 
" Claſſ. I have done my Duty; but of 
that— | 
Rog. Maiſter and the young Woman's 
coming. 
Ca. Sir John, place yourſelf here, and 
be a Witneſs how near a Crifis is the Fate 
of your Family. 


Enter Buck and Lucinda. 


Buck. Pſhaw ! What ſignifies her? "Tis 
odds whether ſhe'd conſent, from the Fear 
of my Father. Beſides, ſhe told me, *r. 
= coul 
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could never be married here; and ſo pack 
up a few Things, and we'll off in a Poſt- 
Chaiſe directly. 

Luc. Stay, Mr. Buck, let me have a Mo- 
ment's Reflection. What am I about! 
Contriving in concert with the moſt profli- 
gate Couple that ever diſgrac'd Human Na- 
ture, to impoſe an indigent Orphan on the 
ſole Repreſentative of a wealthy and ho- 
nourable Family ! Is this a Character be- 
coming my Birth and Education? What muſt 
be the Conſequence ? Sure Detection and 
Contempt, Contempt even from him, when 
his Pafſions cool. —I have reſolv'd, Sir. 

Buck. Madam. 

Luc. As the Expedition we are upon the 
Point of taking is to be a laſting one, we 
ought not to be over-haſty in our Reſolu- 
tion. 

Buck. Pſhaw ! Stuff! When a Thing's 
reſolv'd, the ſooner tis over the better. 

Luc. But before it is abſolutely reſolv'd, 


give me Leave to beg an Anſwer to two 
Queſtions. 


Buck. Make Haſte then. 

Luc, What are your Thoughts of me? 

Buck. Thoughts ! Nay, I don't know ; 
why that you are a ſenſible, civil, handſome, 
handy Girl, and will make a deviliſh good 
Wife. That's all I think. 


F 2 Luc. 
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Luc. But of my Rank and Fortune ? 
Buck. Mr. Subtle ſays they are both great; 
but that's no Buſineſs of mine, I was always 
determin'd to marry for Love. 3 

Luc. Generouſly faid ! My Birth, I be- 
heve, won't diſgrace you ; but for my For- 
tune, your Friend, Mr, Subtle, I fear, has 
anticipated you there. 

Buck. Much Good may it do him; I have 
enough for both ; but we loſe Time, and 
may be prevented. 

Luc. By whom? 

Buck. By Domine; or perhaps Father may 
come |! 

Luc. Your Father !—You think he would 
prevent you then. | | 

Buck. Perhaps he would. 

Luc. And why ? | 

Buck. Nay, I don't know ; but pſhaw ! 
'Zooks ! this is like ſaying one's Cate- 
chiſe. 

Tuc. But don't you think your Father's 
Conſent neceflary? 
Buck. No! Why 'tis I am to be married, 


and not he. But come along, old Fellows 
love to be obſtinate; but 'Ecod I am as 
muleiſh as he; and to tell you the Truth, if 
be had propos d me a Wife, that would have 
been Reaſon enough to make me diſlike her; 
and I don't think I ſhould be half fo hot 

| about 
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about marrying you, only I thought twould 
plague the old Fellow damnably. So, my 
pretty Partner, come along; let's have no 


N 


Enter Fatber and Claſſic. 


Father. Sir, I am oblig'd to you for this 
Declaration, as, to it I owe the entire 
Subjection of that paternal Weakneſs, 
which has hitherto ſuſpended the Cor- 
rection your abandoned Libertiniſm has 
long provok'd. You have forgot the Duty 
you owe a Father, diſclaim'd my Protection, 
cancell'd the natural Covenant between us ; 
'tis Time I now ſhould give you up to the 
Guidance of your own guilty Paſſions, and 
treat you as a Stranger to my Blood for 
ever. 
Buck. I told you what would happen if 
71 ſhould come; but you may thank your- 
ſelf. 
1 Fath. Equally weak as wicked, the Dupe 
of a raw giddy Girl. But pro Sir; 
you have nothing farther to fear from me; 


compleat your Project, and add her Ruin 
to your own. | 


Buck. 
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Buck. Sir, as to me, you may ſay what 
you pleaſe ; but for the young Woman, ſhe 
does not deſerve it; but now the wanted me 
to get your Conſent, and told me that ſhe 
had never a Penny of Portion into the Bar- 


A A ſtale, obvious Artifice ! She knew 
the Diſcovery of the Fraud muſt follow cloſe 
on your inconſiderate Marriage, and would 
then plead the Merits of her prior candid 
Diſcovery : The Lady, doubtleſs, Sir, has 
other Secrets to diſcloſe ; but as her Cun- 
ning reveal'd the firſt, her Policy will pre- 
ſerve the reſt. 
Luc. What Secrets ? 
Buck. Be quiet, I tell you; let kim 
alone, and he'll cool of himſelf by and 
E Sir, I am yet the Protectreſs of my 
own Honour ; in Juſtice to that, I muſt 
demand an Explanation. What Secrets, 
Sir ! 
Fath. Oh! Perhaps a thouſand ! But I 
am to blame to call them Secrets; the Cuſ- 
toms of this gay Country give Sanction, 
and ftamp Merit upon Vice; and Vanity 
will here * * at Modeſty would elſe- 
where bluſh to whiſper. 


Luc. 
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4 Luc. Modeſty !—You ſuſpect my Virtue 
en | 
Fath. You are a Lady ; but the Fears of 
a Father may be permitted to neglect a little 
your Plan of Politeneſs: Therefore, to be 
ain; from your Reſidence in this Houſe, 
rom your Connexion with theſe People, and 
from the Scheme which my Preſence has 
interrupted, I have Suſpicions—of what 
Nature, aſk yourſelf. 
Luc. Sir, you have Reaſon ; Appearances 
are | me, I confeſs; but when you 
have heard my melancholy Story, you'll 


own you have wrong'd me, and learn to 
pity her whom now you hate. 

Fath. Madam, you miſemploy your Time; 
there tell your Story, there it will be be- 
liev'd ; I am too knowing in the Wiles of 
Women, to be ſoften'd by a Syren Tear or 
impos'd on by an artful Tale. 

Luc. But hear me, Sir; on my Knee, I 
beg it, nay I demand it, you have vwreng'e 
me, and 8 do me Juſtice. 

Clafſ. I am ſure, Madam, Sir John will 
be glad to find his Fears are falſe, but you 
can't blame him. 

Luc. I don't, Sir, and I ſhall but little 
treſpaſs on his Patience : when you know, 
Sir, that I am the Orphan of an honourable 
and once wealthy Family, whom her þ a- 

er, 
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ther, miſguided by pernicious Politics, 

brought with him, in her earlieſt Infancy, 

to France ; that dying here, he bequeath'd 

me, with the poor remnant of our ſhat- 
ter d Fortune, to the Direction of this rapa- 

 cious Pair; I am fure you'll tremble for me. 
- Fath. Go on! 

Luc. But when you know that plunder'd 
of the little fortune left me, I was reluc- 
tantly c_— to aid this Plot ; forced to 
eomply under the Penalty of deepeſt Want; 
wirhout one hofpitable Roof to ſhelter me, 
without one Friend to comfort or relieve 
me z muſt, can't but pity me. 

Path. Ponds - | 3 . 

Luc. To this when you = and; Bs. 
previous to Coming, I : 
never to wed your Son, — leaſt Tas 

Knowledge and Conſent, I 
Fuſtice then will credit and — - 
Fath. Madam, your Tale is plauſible and 
moving, I hope 'tis true ; here come the 
Explainers of this Riddle. ; 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Subtle. 


Mr. Sub. Buck's Father! 


Fat]. 
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Fath. I'll take ſome other Time, Sir, to 
thank you for the laſt Proofs of your Friend- 
ſhip to my Family; in the mean Time, be 
ſo candid as to inſtruct us in the Knowledge 
of this Lady, whom, it ſeems, you have 
choſen for the Partner of my Son. 
Mr. Sub. Mr. Buck's Partner 
I 
Fath. No Equivocation, or Reſerve, your 
Plot's reveal'd, known to the Bottom ; who 
1s the Lady? 
Mr. $ub. Lady, Sir,—the Lady's a Gen- 
tlewoman, Sir. ; 
Fath. By what Means? 
Mr. Sub. By her Father and Mother, 
Fath, Who were they, Sir ? 
Mr. Sub. Her Mother was of -I for- 
get her Maiden Name, 
Fath. You han't forgot her Father's ? 
Mr. Sub. No! No! No! 
Fath. Tell it then. | 
Mr. Sub. She has told it you I ſuppoſe. 
Fath. No Matter, I muſt have it, Sir, from 
you; here's ſome Myſtery. 
Mr. Sub. "Twas Worthy. 
Fath. Not the Daughter of Sir Gilbert. 
Mr. Sub. You have it. 
Fath. My poor Girl! I indeed, have 
wrong d, but will redreſs you; and pray, Sir, 
after the many preſſing Letters you W 
m 


I choſe 


— 1 
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from me, how came this Truth concealed? 
but I gueſs your Motive ; dry up your Tears, 
Lucinda, at laſt you have found a Father. 
Hence ye degenerate, ye abandon'd wretches, 
who, abuſing the Confidence of your Coun- 
try, unite to plunder thoſe ye promiſe to 
protect. 

Luc. Am I then juſtified ? 

Farb. You are: your Father was my firſt 
and firmeſt Friend, I mourn'd his Loſs; 
and long have ſought for thee in vain, Lu- 
cinda. 

Buck. Pray han't I ſome Merit in finding 
her, ſhe's mine by the Cuſtom of the Ma- 
nor. | 

Fath. Yours—Firſt ſtudy to deſerve her; 
ſhe's mine, Sir ; I have juſt redeem'd this 
valuable Treaſure, and ſhall not truſt it in 
a Spendthrift's Hands. 

Buck. What would you have me do, 
Sir ? 

Fauth. Diſclaim the Partners of your 
Riot, poliſh your Manners, reform your 
Pleaſures, and before you think of go- 
verning others, learn to direct yourſelf. 
And now, my beauteons Ward, we'll for 
the. Land where firſt you ſaw the Light, 
2nd there endeavour to forget the Jon 
long Bondage you have ſuffer'd here. 
ſuppoſe, Sir, we ſhall have no Difficulty 
| in 


© 
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in perſuading you to accompany us; it is 
not in France I am to hope for your Re- 
formation. 1 have now learn'd, that he 
who tranſports a profligate Son to Paris, by 
Way of mending his Manners, only adds 


the Vices and Follies of that Country to 
thoſe of his own. . 


* 


. 


* 


Spoken by Miſs MacxLin. 


ESCAPED from my Guardian's tyrannical Sway, 
By a fortunate Voyage on a proſperous Day, 
Jam landed in England, and now muſt endeavour, 
By ſome Means or other to curry your Favour. 


O what Uſe to be freed from a Gallic Subjection, 
Unleſs Pm ſecure of a Britiſh Protection. 

Without Caſh, —but one Friend —and be too juſt made, 

Egad Prue a Mind to ſet up ſome Trade; 

Of what Sort ! in the Papers I' pabliſh a Puff 

Which wont fail to procure me Cuſtom enough : 

« That a Lady from Paris is lately arriv'd 

« Who with exquifite Art bas nicely contriv'd 

« The beſt Paint for the Face, —the beſt Paſte for 

« the Hands, 

« A Water for Freckles, for Fluſhings, and Tans. 

« She can teach you the melior Coeffeure for the Head, 

« To liſÞ—amble—and fimper—and put on the Red; 

« To rival, to rally, to backbite, and ſneer, 

«* Um—no; that they already know pretty well here. 


« The Beaux ſbe infirufts to bow with a Grace, 
«© The bappieſt Shrug, —ihe neweſt Grimace. 
« To parler Frangois—fb, flatter, and dance, 
« Which is very near all that they teach ye in 
« France. 
« Not 


EPILOGUE. 


« Not a Buck, nor a Blood, through the whole 
« Engliſh Nation, 
But his 1 ſhell ſoften, his Figure ell 


4 me nenn 
4c Bien poli bien frize tout à fait un Marquis.” 


1 785 your of my Plan, is it ferm d to your 
out 


1 Tl you Diſciples in any of you. 2 
my T boughts, without Guile, without 


Though ar Poe been bred, I have Britain ot 
cart 

Then take this Advice, which I give for ber Sake, 
You'll gain nothing by any Exchange you can make, 
In s Country of . tao great the e 


For their Baubles and Bows, to give your good Senſe. 
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Warrrzu and Sroxzx by Mr. FOOTE. 


SW who ia this critic Age, 
With freſh Materials furniſh out the Stage! 
Not that our Pathers drain'd the comic Store; 
Freſh Coons 2 — beretoſore 
Nature with N fal abound; 
On every Side Follies may be found. 
But then the Taſte of every Guei to hit, 
To pleaſe at once, the Gall'ry, Box, and Pie; 
uire's at leaſi no common Share of Wit. 
hoſe who adorn the Orb of higher Life, 
Demand the lively Rake, or modiſh Wife ; 
Whilſt they, who in a lower Circle move, 
Yawn at their Wit, and flumber at their Love. 
If light, low Mirth employs the comic Scene, 
Such Mirth, as drives from vulgar Minds the Spleen ; 
The poliſh'd Critic damns the wretched Stuff, 
crys,—* *twill pleaſe the Gall'ries well enough.” 
odgments who can reconcile, 
frown, where humble Traders ſmile ? 
To daſh the Poet's ineſſectual Claim, 
And quench his Thirſt for univerſal Fame, 
The Grecias Fabulift, in moral Lay, 
Has thus addreſs'd the Writers of this Day. 
Once on a Time, a Son and Sire we're told, 
The Stripliag tender, and the Father old, 
Purchas'd a Jack-Afs at a country Fair, 
To caſe their Limbs, and hawk about their Ware: 
But as the fluggiſh Animal was weak, 
both ſhould mount, his Back wou'd break ; 


a 


& 
rRNA, o ek. 
— * — 0 3 >, 
As Pater Lads were ſeldom yoid of 1 
The decent, duteous Youth, refign'd his Place. 
a freſh Murmur thro' the Rabble ran; * 
„Girls, Wives, Widows, all attack Man: : 
% Sure, never _ ay 5 ſo void — Nature ! 
% Have you no Pity pretty. Creature ? ES 
„ TS your-own- Baby can you be unkind ? + * 
«© Here !—Sake, Bill, — the Child behind. 7 
Old Dapple next the Clowns' Compaſſion claim'd ; 
4% Tis Wonderment; them Boobies ben't am d. 7425 
« Twoata Time upon a poor dumb Beat! e 
«« They might as well have carry'd. he ar leaf.” 2071 
The Pair, ill pliant to the Vaice, — 
Diſmount and bear the Afs-— Then what a Noiſe! . 
Huzzas, loud Laogba, low. Gibe, and bitter Joke, 
m the yet ſileut Sire theſe Words provake : . 
Proceed, my Boy, nor heed their further Call. 
4 nr - « 3 to Dr 1 
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WearTTEn by a Lavpy, 
And Seokxex by Mrs. CLIVE. 


WE LL—:bank my Stars, that I have done my Taſk, 
And now throw off this aukward, idiot Maſk. 
Cou'd we ſuppoſe this Circle fo refin'd, 

Who ſeek thoſe Pleaſures that improve the Mind, 

Cou'd from ſuch Vulgariſms feel Delight, 

Or laugh at Characters ſo unpolite ? 

Who come to Plays, to ſee, and to be ſeen ; : 


Not to hear things that ſhock, or give the Spleen; 

Who ſhun an Opera, when they hear tis thin ? 

% Lord! do you 8 _ Lady — Tm told 

«© That Tacky Dapp great a | 

«« Laſt N55 Ni These wa'n't a Creature chere; 

% Not a Male Thing to hand one to cne's Chair! 

% Divine Mingotti / what a Swell has ſhe ! ? 


« O! facha uſtinuto upon B! 

% Ma'am, when ſhe's quite in Voice ſhe'll go to C.“ 

% Lord!” ſays my Lady Engliþ—* here's a Pother! 

« Go where ſhe will, I'll never fee another.” 

(Her Ladyſhip, balf-choak'd with London Air, 

And brought to Town to fee the Sights—and ftare.) 

« Fine Singing that !—['m ſare it's more like ſcreaming ; 
«© To me, I vow, they're all a Pack of Women! . 
% Oh Barbare !—[nhumana !-—Tramontane !— 

«© Does not this Creature come from Pudding-lanc ? 
„Look, look, my Lord !—She goggles !—Ha, ha, pray be 


| uiet ; 
« Dear Lady Bell, for ſhame! You'll make a Riot. 2 
„% Why will they mix with us to make this Rout ? 
«« Bring in a Bill, my Lord, to keep em out.” 
„ We'll have a Tafte AR, faith!“ my Lord replied ; 
% And ſhut out all, that are not qualified.'”—— 
Thus Ridicule is bounded like a Ball, ? 


Struck by the Great, then anſwer'd by the Small; 

While we, at Times, return it to you all. 

A ſkilfal Hand will ne'er your Rage provoke; 

For though it hits you, you'll applaud the Stroke ; 

Let it but only glance, you'll never frown ; 

Nay, you'll forgive, tho't 5 your Neighbour down. 
3 
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T H E 


A 


COM E D y. 


ACT I S. CEN E I. 


Governor Cayz and Roptn. 
Gevernor. ND he believes me dead, Robin P 


Gov. You have giyen him no Inti mation that 

his Fortunes migh N 
Rob. Not a diſtant Hint. 

F. 25.36 monies the Iran? 
- Calmly enough: When I 

his Hopes from Ab 1 


that 
Friend of his deceaſed Father thought he had done 


- that 

road were at an End, the 

enough in putting it in his e 
long 


Livelihood, * more than he 
4 
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long expected, Bard me b den 
ents rged .! concealed Benefac- 


ror, thanked me for my Care, Fghed and Ich 


me, 

S. And how has he lived ſince? 

Rob. Poorly, but honeſtly : To his Pen he owes 
all his Subfiſtence. I am fure my Heart bleeds 
for him: Conſi ler, Sir, to what 2 you 

expoſe him. 
en The ſeverer his Trials, the greater Bis 
| Triumph. Shall the Fruits of my honeſt Induftry, 
the Purchaſe of many Perils, be laviſh'd on a 
lazy luxurious Booby, who has no other Merit 
than being born five and twenty Years after me ? 
No, no, Robin ; him, and a Profufion of Debts, 
were all that the Extravagance of his Mother left 
me. 

Rob. You lov'd her, Sir ? 

Gov. F ondly,—nay, fooliſhly, or Neceſſity had 
not compell'd me to ſeek for Shelter in another 
wy 3 "Tis true, Fortune has been favourable 
Labours ; and when George convinces me 
inherits my Spirit, he ſhall ſhare my Pro- 
= not elſe, 

Rob. Conſider, Sir, he has not your Opportu- 
nities. 

Gev. Nor had I his Education. 

Rob. As the World goes, the worſt you cou'd 
have given him. Lack-a- day! Learning, Learn- 
ing, Sir, is no Commodity for this Market ; no- 
thing makes Money here, Sir, but Money ;' or 
ſome certain faſhionable that you would 
not wiſh. your Son to 

Gov. uſeleſs F- impoſible !— Where 
are the Oxfords, the Hakfaxes, the great Protec- 
tors and Patrons of the * Arts ? 2 
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- Rob. Patron — The Word has loſt its Uſe; a 
Guinea Subſcription at the Requeſt of a Lads, 
whoſe Chambermaid is acquainted with the Au- 
thor, may be now and then pick d up — Pro- 
tector Why I dare believe there's more Money 
laid out upon [flingtos Turnpike in a Month 
than upon al the learned Men in Great - Britain 
in ſeven Years. 
Gov. And yet the Preſs ns with their Pro- 
ductions! How do they all exiſt ? 

Reb. In Garrets, Sir; as, if you will ſtep to 
pw Son's Apartment in the next Street, you will 


Ce But what Apology ſhall we make for the 
Rob. — That you want the Aid of his Profeſ- 
ſion; a well-penn 1d Addreſs now from the Sub- 
jects of your late Government, with your gracious 
Reply, — put into the News-papers. 
Gov. Aye! is that Part of his Practice Well, 
lead on, Rubin. | 


Scene at and diſcovers Young Car R with be 
Printer's Devil. 


Cape. rang, R about thy Buſineſs 
Vani 

N — 1 bid me not come without the Proof; 
he fays as how there are two other Anſwers ready 
for the Preſs, and if your's don't come out a Sa- 
turday twon't Pay for the Paper; but you are 
always ſo I have more Plague with yyu— 
There's Mr. Guzzle, the Tranſlator, never keeps 
me a Minute — unleſs the poor Gentleman hap- 
pens to be fuddled, 


C pe. 


— 


„%% „„ „ 


—— — wo 
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Cape. Why, you little ſooty, fniv'ling, diaboli- 
cal Puppy, is it not fufficient to be plagu'd with 
the Stupidity of your abſurd Maſter, but I muſt 
be peſter d with your Impertinence? 

Devil. Impertinence ! Marry, come up, I 

as Company as your Worſhip every 
Bey in ET Maſter Clench, in 
Litile Britain, does not think it beneath him to 
take Part of a Pot of Porter with me,  tho* he 
has wrote two Volumes of lives in Quarto, and 
has a Folio a coming out in Numbers. 

Cape, Harky', Sirrah, if yau don't quit the 
Room this Inſtant, I'll ſhew you a ſhorter Way into 
the Street than the Stairs. 

Devil. I ſhall fave you the Trouble Give 
me the French, Book that you took the Story from 
for the laſt 

Cape. Take it— ———{ throws it at hin) 

Devil. What, dye think it belongs to the Cir- 
culating Library, or that it is one of your own 
Performances, that you 

Cape. You ſhall have a larger——(Exit Devil.) 
*Sdeath! a Situation I am in 1 And are 
theſe the Fruits I am to reap from a long, labo- 


rious, and expenfive——— 
Re-enter Devil. 


Devil. I had like to have agen ie your 
Week's Pay for the News-paper, five and five- 
pence, which, with the two and-a-penny Maſter 


Suds your Waſher- 
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Poet———Here, walk in, Mr. What-d'y:-cali-um, 
the Gentleman's at Home. 


(Surveys the Figure, laughs, and exit.) 
Enter Poet. 


Poet. Your Name I preſume is Cape? 
You have hir it, Sir. 

Poet. Sir, I beg Pardon; you are a Gentleman 

that writes ? 
Sometimes. 

Poet. Why, Sir, my Cafe, in a Word, is this; 
I, like you, have long been a Retainer of the 
Muſes, as may ſee by their Livery. 

Cape. They have not diſcarded you, I hope ? 
Poet. No, Sir, but their upper Servants, the 
Bookſellers, have. I printed a Collection of 
Jeſts upon my own Account, and they have ever 
fince refuſed toemploy me ; you, Sir, I hear are in 
their Graces; Now I have brought you, Sir, three 
Imitations of Juvenal in Proſe ; Tu!lys Oration for 
Milo, in blank Verſe; two Eſſays on the Britiſb 
Herring-Fiſhery, with a large Collection of Re- 
buſſes ; which if you will diſpoſe of to them, in 
your own Name, we'll divide the Profits. 

Cape, I am really, Sir, ſorry for your Diſtreſs, 
but I have a larger Cargo of my own manufac- 
turing than they chuſe to engage in. 
| Poet. That's pity; you have nothing in — 
compiling, or index Way, that you wou'd intru 
to = Ge of another ? Fe 

Poet. I'll do it at half Price. 

ape, I'm concern'd it is not in my Power at 
prefent to be uſeful to you ; bur if this — 

(175 


any of my 


| 
l 
1 
7 
1 
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Poet, Sir, your Servant. Shall IL leave you 


Peet. An Eſſay, or an Ode? 

Cape. Not a Line. 

Pact. Your very obedient, (Exit Poet. 

Cape. Poor Fellow! and how far am 1 removed, 
from his Condition? Virgil had his Pollio; Horace, 
his Meceanas; Martial, his Pliny. My Protectors 
are T:tl:-page, the Publiſher ; Vamp, the Bookſeller ; 
and IJudex, the Printer. A moſt noble Triumvi- 
rate; and the Raſcals are as proſcriptive and arbi- 
trary as the famous Roman one, into the Bargain. 


- Enter SPpRIGHTLY. 


Spri. What! in Soliloquy, George,—reciting 
ſome of the Pleaſantries, I ſuppoſe, in your new 
Piece ? 

Caps. My Diſpoſition has, at preſent, very little 
of the V. is Comica. 

Stri. What's the Matter? 

Cap. Survey that Maſs of Wealth upon the 
Table; all my own, and earn'd in little more 
than a Week. 
 Spri. Why 'tis an inexhauſtible Mine 

Cap. Ay, and delivered to me, too, with all 
the ſoft Civility of. Billmgſpate by a Printer's 
Prime Minifter, calbd a Devil. "1 

Spri. I met the Imp upon the Stairs. But I 
thought theſe Midwives to the Muſes were the 
Idolizers of you, their favourite Sons? - 

Capr. Our Tyrants! Tow. Had I indeed a 
r Piece of Infidelity, or an amorous 

vel, decorated with - luſcious Copper-Plates, 
the Slaves would be civil enough. 


5 Spri. 
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Why don't you publiſh your own Works? 
_ What ! and paper my Room with em? 
No, no, that will never do; there are Secrets in 
all Trades ; our!s is one great Myſtery, but the 
Explanation wou'd be too tedious at preſent. 
 Spre. Then why don't you divert your Attention 
to ſome other Object ? | 

Cape, That Subject was em ploying my 
Thoughts 

- Spre. How have you reſolved? 

. Cape. I have, 1 Nink, at preſent, two Strings 

to my Bow: If my Comedy ſucceeds, it buys me 
a Commiſſion; if my Miſtreſs, my Laura, proves 
kind, ty am fettled for Life but, if both my 
Cards nap.—adieu to the ill, and weleome the 
Muſket. W 

| Spri, Heroically datirminad \—— But à propos 
—how proceeds your honourable Paſhon ?- 

Cape. But ſlowly I believe I have a 
Friend in her Heart, but a moſt potent Enemy 
in her Head: You know, I am „and ſhe is 
rudent. With to her ortune too, I 
e her Brother's Conſent eſſentially neceſſary 
hut you promiſed to make me acquainted 
with him ? | | 
_ pri. I expect him here ' every Inftant. He 
may, George, be uſeful to you in more than one 
Capacity ; if your Comedy is not crouded, he 1s 
a Character, I can tell you, that will make no 
contemptible Figure in it. 

Cape. His Siſter gave me a Sketch of him laſt 
Summer. 

Spri. A Skeich can never convey him. His 
Peculiarte require infinite Labour and high Fi- 
nſhing. 

Cape. Give me the Out-lines ? 


Spri. 
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Spri. He is a Compound of Contrarieties ; 
Pride and Meanneſs; Folly and Archneſs: At 
the ſame Time that he Sw. take the Wall of a 
Prince of the Blood, he wou'd not ſ eating 
a fryd Sauſage at the Mewi-gate. I is 4 
Minuteneſs, now and then, in his Deſcriptions ; 
and ſome whimfieal, unaccountable Turns in 
his Converſation, that are en —_ : 
But the Extravagance and Oddity of his Man- 
ner, and the Boaſt of his Birth, — his 

Character. 


Cap:. But bow will a Perſon of his Pride and 


P reliſh the Humility of this Apartment ? 
= Oh, he is d Lou are, George, 
prodigiouſly learn'd and 1 an ab- 


— Being, odd and whimſical; the Caſe with 
all you great Genius's : You love the Saug, the 
Chimney-Corner of Life; and retire to this ob- 


ſcure Nook merely to avoid the Importunity of 
the Great. 


Cap”: Your Serra But what Attraction 

„ i e a e n 
> | 

Spi. Infinite! next to a Peer, he honours 2 
Poet ; and modeſtly imputes his not 
Figure in the learned World himſelf to the Ne- 
SS his Fducation——- hufh ! he's on rhe 

rs on with your Cap, . 1 
Book. Remember great Dignity and. Abſence. 


Exer Va Mp. 


Cape. Oh, no; tis Mr. Kamp: Your Cam- 
mands, good Sir? 
Vamp. I have a Word, Maſter Cape, for your 


private Ear. 
Cape. 
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Cas. You may communicate; this Gentleman 
is « Friend, 


Vamp. An Author ? 
Cape. Voluminous. 


Vamp. In what Way ? : 
u. Univerſal. 
amp. Bleſs me! he's very 


Cape. Not a Month from LZ'yden; an 1 l 
rable Theologiſt ! he ſtudy'd it in Germany; if you 
thould want ſuch a Thing now, as ten or a dozen 
manuſcript ermons, by a deceas'd —— 1 
believe he can ſupply . 
Vamp. No. 
Cape. Warranted Originals. 
Vamp. No, no; I don't deal in the Sermon 
Way, now ; 1 loſt Money by the laſt I printed, 
for all was wrote by a Methodiſt ; but I 
Sir, if they ben' t t long, and have a good deal of 
Latin in *em, I can get you a Chap. 

Spri. For what, Sir? 

Vamp. The Manuſcript Sermons you have 
wrote, and want to diſpoſe of. 

Spri. Sermons that I have wrote? 

Vamp. Ay, ay ; Maſter Cape has been telling 
me 
Spri. He has; I am mightily oblig'd to him. 

0 Nay, nay, don't be afraid; I'll keep 

old Vamp * not kept a Shop ſo long 
at the Turnſtile, 1 he did not know how to be 
ſecret; why, in the Year Fifteen, when I was in 
the treaſonable Way, I never ſqueak d; I never 
gre Þ up but one Author in my Life, and he was 


ying of a Conſumption, ſo it never came to a 
Trial. 


Spre* 


— — — c—— RN 


— — 2x —-— 
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Spri. Indeed ! | 

Vamp. Never— look bere (Shows the Side 
of bis Head.) crop'd cloſe !——bare as a Board ! 
——and for Nothing i in the Werld bur, an inno- 
cent Book of Bawdy, as 1 hope for Mercy: Oh! 
the Laws are very hard, very ſevere upon us. 
Spri, You have given me, Sir, ſo paſitive a 
Proof of your Secrecy that you may rely upon 


my Communication.” 


Vamp. You will be ſafe————but, det. we 
muſt mind Bufineſs, tho'. Here, Maſter Cape, you 
muſt provide me with three taking On for theſe 
P and if you can think of a * 
Motto for the largeſi | 

Cape. They ſhall be dofle. 

Vamp. Do fo, do ſo. Wers are fie Wien, 
Maſter Cape; to ſtrike they muſt be well-drefs'd ; 
fine Feathers make fine Birds; a good Paper, an 
elegant Type, a handſome Motto, and a catebing 
Title, has drove many a dull Treatiſe, theo three 
. Tf I} . 

Spri. Not that | 
Vanp- He was à pretty Fellow, ; he had his 
Latin, ad «ng guem, as et Bode or an Epi 22 


Cue. What carry 
Van. A Halter; 
ing, Maſter Cape; I thought there was ſomething 
the Matter by his not coming to our Shop for a 
Month or two: He was a pretty Fellow ! 

Seri. Were you a great Loſer by his Death? 

Vamp. 1 13 > 7. 3 4, Dat 
ther Courſe of Living, his Execution made a 


Noiſe ; it fold me ſeven Hundred of his Tranf- 
lations, 
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lations, beſides his laſt dying eh and Confeſ- 


fion ; I got it; he was mindful of his Friends in 


his laſt Moments: He was a pretty Fellow ! 
Cape. You have no farther. Commands, Mr. 
Vamp? r TR 

Vamp. Net at preſent; about the Spring I'II 
deal With you, if we can agree for a Couple of 
Volumes in Octavo. wk: 

Spri. Upon what Subject? i Ih 

Vamp. | leave that to him; Maſter Cape knows 
what will do, tho' Novels are a pretty light Sum- 
mer Reading, and do very well at Tunbridge, Bri/- 
fol,” and the other watering Places : No bad Com- 
modity for the Veſ-India Trade neither; let em 
be Novels, Maſter Cape. 

Cape. You ſhall be certainly ſupply'd. | 

Vamp. 1 doubt not; pray how does Index go 
on with your Journal? one 

Cape. He does not complain. 

Vamp, Ah, I knew the Time——but you have 
over-ſtock'd the Market. Tiilepage and I had 
once lik'd to have engaged in a Paper. We had 
got a young Cantab for the Eflays ; a pretty Hiſ- 
torian from Aberdeen; and an Attorney's Clerk 
for the true Intelligence ; but, I don't know how, 
it drop'd for Want of a Politician. 

Cape. If in that Capacity I can be of any 

Vamp. No, thank you, Maſter Cape; in half a 
Year's Time, I have a Grandſon of my own that 
will come in; he's now in training as a Waiter at 
the Cocoa · Tree Coffee-houſe ; J intend giving him 
the Run of Fonathan's for three Months, to under- 
ſtand Trade and the Funds; and then, I'll ſtart 
him ——— no, no, you have enough on your 
Hands ; ſtick to your LOO | and, d'ye hear, 


Ware 


—— 
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wate clipping and coming; remember Harry 
Handy ; he was a pretty Fellow ! | 
(Exit. 
Fpri. And I'm ſure thou art a moſt extraordi- 
nary Fellow! But prythee, George, what cou'd 
provoke thee to make me a Writer of Sermons ? 
Cape. You ſeemed deſirous of being acquainted 
with our Buſineſs, and I knew old Vamp would 
ler you more 1nto the Secret in five Minutes than 
I could in as many Hours. 
| | (Knocking below, loud.) 
Spri. Cape, to your Poſt ; here they are e faith, 
a Coachful! Lets ſee, Mr. and Mrs. Cadwallader, 
and jour Flame, the Siſter as I live 
(Cadwallader without.) 
Pray, by the bye, han't you a Poet above? 
(1 ithout.) Higher up. | 
Cad. Egad, | wonder what makes your Pcets 
have ſuch an Averſion to middle Floors they 
are always to be found in the Extremitiesz in 
Garrets, or Cellars 


Enter Mr. and Mrs, C:pwALLAaper and 
 _ARABELLA. 


Cad. Ah! Sprightly ! 

Seri. Huſh ! 

Fri. Hed atie; unrwifing fome knorty Po 

pri. d at it; untwiſti oint ; 
totally abſorb d | 
Cad. Gadſo ! what! that's he! Beck, Bell, there 
he is, as great a Poet, and as ingenious a 
hat's he about Hebrew ? 
Syri. Weaving the whole Eneid into a Tra- 
y: I have been here this half Hour, but he 
as not mark'd me yet. 
Cad. Cou'd not I taxe a Peep 


Seri. 
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Stri. An Earthquake wou'd not rouſe him. 
Cad. He ſeems in a damn'd Paſſion. 
Cape. The Belt of Pallas, nor Prayers, nor 
Tears, nor ſupplicating Gods, ſhall ſave thee now. 
Cad. Hey | Zounds ! what the Devil? who? 
Cape. Pallas ! te hoc vulnere, Pallas im- 
molat, & penam ſcelerato ex ſanguine ſumit ! 
Cad. Damn your Palace! 1 wiſh I was well 
out of your Garret. 
Cape. Sir, | beg ten thouſand Pardons : Ladies, 
your moſt devoted. You will excuſe me, Sir ; 
but, being juſt on the Cataſtrophe of my Tragedy, 
I am afraid the poetic Furor may have betray d 
me into ſome I . 
Spri. Oh, Mr. Cadwallader is too great a Ge- 
nius himſelf not to allow for theſe intemperate 
Sallies of a heated Imagination. 
Cad. Gen ius! Look ye here] Mr. Hhat”s-your- 
name ? | 


> Cape. 

Tc True; tho' by the bye here, hey 
you live deviliſh high; but perhaps you may 
chuſe that for Exerciſe, hey ! Sprightly ! Genius 
Look'e here, Mr. Cape, I had as pretty natural 
Parts, as fine Talents! but, between you 
and I, I had a damn'd Fool of a Guardian, an ig- 
norant, illiterate, ecod he cou'd as ſoon pay 
the national Debt as write his own Name, and fo 
was reſolv'd to make his ward no wiſer than him- 
ſelf, I think. a Fu | 
Spri. Oh ! fye! Mr. Cadwallader, you don't do 
yuurſelf Juſtice. | 


Cape. Indeed, Sir, we muſt contradict you, we 
can't ſuffer this Defamation. | have more than 
once heard Mr. Cadtrailader's literary Acquiſitions 
loudly talk'd of. 


B2 Cad 
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Cad. Have you ?——no, no, it can't be, hey ! 
tho”, let me bell you, laſt Winter, before l had . 
Meaſles, T cov'd have made as good à Speech 
upon any Subject, in Halian, French, G:rman,— 
but I am all unhing'd! all Oh ! Lord, Mr. 
Cape, this is Becky 3 my dear Becky; Child, this is a 
great Poet—ah, but ſhe' does not know what that 
15—a little fooliſh or ſo, but of a very Kees Family 
— here, Becky, Child, won't "yy * Cape to 
come and ſee you? - > 

© Mrs. Cad. As Dich ſays, I tal be glad * ſee 
you at Our Houſe, Sir. 

Cape. I have too great a Regard for my — 
Happineſs, Ma'am, to muſs ſo certain an Oppor- 
tunity of creating it. . 

Mrs. Cad. Hey! whutt > | 

Cape. My 2 as well as my Duty, | 
ſay, will = Ho me. to obey your Kind Injunc- 
tions. 

Mrs. Cad. What does he ſay, our Beil? 

Arab. Oh, that he can have no greater Pleaſure 
than waiting on you. 

Mes. Cad. bm ſure that's more his Goodneſs 
than my Deſert ; but hen you ben't better en- 
d we ſhou d be glad of your (ompany of an 

vening to make one with our Diciy, Siſter Bell, 

and I, at Whiſk and Swabbers. 
Cad. Hey, ecod, do, Cape, come and look at 
her Grotto and Shells, and fee what ſhe has got 
—well, hell come, B-ck,— ecod do, and ſhe'll 
come to the third Night of your Tragedy, hey ! 
Won't you, Beck? isn't he a fine Girl? hey, 
you; — her a little, do; — hey, Beck; he 
ſays you are as fine a Woman as ever — ecod 
who knows but he may make a Copy of Verſes 
no you ?——there, go, and have a little * 

WI 
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with her, talk any Nonſenſe to her, no. Matter 
what ; ſhe's a damn'd Fool, and wo'n't know the 
Difference there, go, Beck well, 
Sprightly, hey! what! are you and Bell like to 
come together? Oh, ecod, they tell me, Mr. 
Sprigbih, that you have frequently Lords, and 
Viſcounts, and Earls, that. take a Dinner with 
vou; now I ſhou'd look upon it as a very parti- 
cular Favour, if you wou'd invite me at the fame 
Time, hey! will you? 

. $ri. You may depend on it. 

Cad. Will you? Gad, that's kind; for between 
you and I, Mr. Sprighily, I am of as antient a Fa- 
mily as the beſt of them, ,and People of Faſhion 
ſhou'd know one another, you know. 

Spri. By all Manner of Means. 

Cad. Hey ?” ſhould not they ſo? When you 
have any Lord, or Baron, nay egad, if it be but 
a Baronet, or a Member of em, I ſhou'd 
take it as a Favour. 

_ S$pri. You will do them honour; they muſt 
all have heard of the Antiquity of your Houſe. 

Cad. Antiquity ! bey! Beck, where's my Pedi- 

ree ? 
1 Mrs. Cad. Why at Home, lock'd up in the 
Butler's Pantry. 

Cad. In the Pantry ! What the Devil! how of- 
ten have I bid you never to come out without it ? 

Mrs. Cad. Lord! What ſignifies carrying ſuch 
a lumbei ing Thing about? 

Cad. Signifies ! you are a Fool B c. Why, ſup- 
poſe we ſhould have any Diſputes when we are 
abroad about Precedence, how the Devil ſhall 
we be able to ſettle it? But you ſhall fee it at 
Home. Oh Becky, come E we will refer 
our Diſpute to—— _ (They go apart.) 

B 33 7 Arab. 


— 
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Arab, Well, Sir, your Friend has prevail'd ; 
and you are acquainted with my Brother ; but 
what Uſe you propoſe 

Cape. The Pleafure of a more frequent Admiſ- 
fion td you. 

Arab. That all ! 

Cape. Who knows but a ſtrict Intimacy with 
Mr. Cadwallader may in Time incline him to fa- 
vour my Hopes ? : 

Arab. A ſandy Foundation] Cou'd he be pre- 
vail'd upon to forgive your Want of Fortune; 
the Obſcurity, or at Uncertainty, of your 
Birth will prove an unſurmountable Bar. 

Cad. Hold, hold, hold, Beck; zZounds ! you 
ä 

Spri. Well, but hear him out, Ma'am. 

Cape. Confider, we have but an Inftant. What 
Project? What Advice? | 

Arab. O fye! You would be aſham'd to re- 
ceive Succour from a weak Woman! Poetry is 
your Profeſſion, you know; ſo that Plots, Tg 
trivances, and all the Powers of Imagination, are 
more peculiarly your Province. 

- Cape. Is this a Seaſon to pally ? 
Cad. Hold, hold, hold ; aſk Mr. Cape. 


Arab. To be ſerious then; if you have any 
Point to gain with my brother, your Application 
muſt be made to his better Part. 


Arab. A delicate Allufion, on my Word ! but 
take this Hint— Amongſt her Paſſions, Admira · 
tion, or rather Adoration, is the Principal. 

Cape. Oh; that is her Foible? _ 

Arab. One of them; againſt that Fort yon 
muſt plant your Batterigs—Bur here they are. m 

b. 
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Mrs. Cad. I tell you, you are a nonſenſe Man, 
and I won't agree to any ſuch Thing : Why, whar 
ſignifies a Parliament Man? You make ſuch a 
Rout indeed. 

Cad, Hold, Becky, my Dear, dan't be in a Paſ- 
ſion now, hold; let us reaſon the Thing a little, 
my Dear. 

M, Cad. I tell you I won't; what's the Man 
an Oafe ? I won't reaſon, I hate Reaſon, and fo 
there's an End on't. . 

Cad. Why then you are obſtinate, ecod per- 
verſe. Hey, but my Dear now, Becky, that's a 
good Girl : Hey ! come, hold, hold Egad, 
we'll refer it to Mr. Cape. 

Mrs, Cad. Deter it to who you will, it will 
ſignify nothing. 

Cape, Bleſs me! what's the Matter, Madam? 
Sure, Mr. Cadwallader, you muſt have been to 
blame; no inconfiderable Matter cou'd have ruf- 
fled the natural Softneſs of that tender and deli- 
cate Mind. 

Arab, Pretty well commenced. 

Mrs. Cad. Why he's always a Fool, I think ; 
he wants to ſend our little Dicky to School, and 
make him a Parliament Man. 

Cape. How old is Maiter, Ma'am ? 

Mrs. Cad. Three Years and a Quarter, come 
Lady-day. 

Cape. The Intention is rather early 

Cad. Hey! early? hold, hold; but Becky miſ- 
takes the Thing, egad Il] tell you the whole Affair. 

Mrs. Cad. You had better hold your Chatter- 
ing, fo bad. 

Cad, Nay, , my Dear; Mr, rights 
do, ſtop her th, hold, hold. The Matter, 
Cape, is this. Have you ever ſeen my Dicky ? 

, B 4 Cap 


18 be AUTHOR. 


Cape. Never. 

Cad. No! Hold, hald, he's a fine, a ſen- 
fible Child; I tell Bech he's like her, to keep 
her in Humour; but between you and I he has 
mote Senſe already than all her Family put to- 
gether. Hey! Becky ! is not Dich the Picture 
of you? He's a ſweet Child! — Mr. Care, 
you muſt know, I want to put little D/cky to 
School ; now between— hey!] you, hold, you, 
hold, the great Uſe of a School 3 is, hey ! egad, 
for Children to make Acquaintances, that may 
hereafter be uſeful to them: For betweea you 
and T, as to what they learn there, does not 
fignify Two-pence. | 

Cape. Not a Farthing. 

Cad. Does it, hey? Now, this is our Diſ- 

pute, Whether pou? ltrle Dicky, (he's a tweet Boy) 
ſhall go to Que-Cenmy's at Egrears, and 
make an Acquaintance with my young Lord 
Knap, the eldeſt Son of the Earl of F. tze, or to 
Dr. Ticklepitcher's at Barnet, to form a Friend- 
ip with young Stocks, the rich Broker's only 

id. 

Cape. And for which does the Lady deter- 
mine? 

Cad. Why | have told her the Caſe; ſays — 
Becky, my Dear, who knows, if -Drcky goes 
Que-Genius's, but my Lord Knap may take fi Cock 
a Fancy to him, that upon the Death of his 
Father, and he comes to be Earl of Frize, he may 
make poor little Dia a Member of Parliament ? 
Hey! Care? 

Ms. Cad. Ay, but then if Dicky goes to Tickle- 
vile bers, who can tell but young Stocks, when 
he comes to his N r lend him Money 
if he wants it ? 
| Cad, 
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Cad. And if he does not Want it, he won't take 
after his Father, hey! Well, what's your Opinion, 


Maſter Care? 

Cape. Why, Sir, I can't but join with the 
Lady, Money is the main Article ; it is that that 

makes the Mare to go. 

Cad. Hey! egad, and the Aldermen too, 
you; ſo D 2 may be a Member, and a Fig for 
my Lord: Well, Becky, be quiet, he ſhall ſtick 
to Stock», 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, let'n; I was ſure as how I was 
right. 

8024 Well, huſh Becky. Mr. Cave, will 
eat a Bit with us To-day, hey ! will you? 

Cape. You command me. 

Cad. That's kind; why then Becky and Bell 
ſhall ſtep and order the co to toſs up a little 
nice Hey! will you, B:cky ? Do, and ll 
bring Cape. x 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, with all my Heart. Well, Mr. 
What-d'ye-call*um, the Poet; ecod the Man's well 
enough -Your Servant. 

Cape. T am a little roo much in Diſhabille to 
offer your A my Hand to your Coach. 

Cad. Pſhaw ! never mind, I'll do it Here you 
have Company coming. 

(Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cad. and Arab. 


Exer GovxxxOn and Ronin. 


Cape. Ah, Maſter Robin! 
Rob. Why, you have a great Levee this Morn- 
ing, Sir. 
Cape. 'Ay Robin, there's no obſcuring extraor- 
dug Talents. 3 
00. 
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Rob. True, Sir; and this Friend of mine begs 
to claum the Benefit of them. | 

Cape. Any Friend of your's : But how can I be 
ſerviceable to him ? 

Rot. Why, Sir, he is lately return'd from a 
profitable Government; and, as you know the 
unſatisfied Mind of Man, no ſooner is one Object 
poſſeſs'd, but another ſtarts up to 

Cape. A Truce to moralizing, dear Robin, to 
the Matter; I am a little buſy. 

Rob. In a Word then, this Gentleman, having 
2 good deal of Wealth, is defirous of a little 
Honour. 

Care. How can-I confer it 

Rob. Your Pen may. 

Cape. I don't underſtand you ? 

Rob. Why touch him up a handſome com- 
plimentary Addreſs from his Colony, by Way of 

raifing the Prudence of his Adminiſtration, his 
ſtice, Valour, Benevolence, and 
Cape. I am ſorry tis impoſſible for me now 
ro mifunderſtand you, The Obligations I owe 
you, Robin, nothing can cancell ; otherwiſe, this 
wou'd prove our laſt Interview. Vour Friend, 
Sir, has been a little miſtaken, in recommending 
me as a Perſon fit for your e. Letters have 
been always my Paſſion, and indeed are now my 
Proſeſſion; but tho I am the Servant of the 
Public, I am not the Proſtitute of Particulars ; 
As 1 Pen has never been ting'd — Sham to 
lar Reſentment, or private Pique, ſo 
| mal — facrifice its r Pride, 
impoſe Falſhood, or palliate Guilt. Your Merit 
may be great, but let thoſe, Sir, be the Heralds 
of your Worth, who are better acquainted with it. 
| Gov. 
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Gov. Young Man, I like your Principles and 
Spirit; your manly Refuſal gives me more Pley- 
fure than any Honours your Papers cou'd have 
procur'd me. 

Spyri. Now this Buſineſs: is diſpatch'd, let us 
return to our own Affairs You dine at 
Cadwallader 3? 

Cape. I do. 

Syri. Wou' d it not be convenient to you, to 
have him out of the Way? 

Cape. Extremely. 

2 I have a Project, that I think will pre» 

Cape. Of what kind ? 

Spri. Bordering u the Dramatic ; but the 
The is  melie, | ſhall be at a Loſs to pro- 
cure Performers. Let's fee————Robin is a ſure 
Card A Principal may eafily be met with ; 
but where the Duce can I get an Interpreter ? 

Rob. Offer yourſelf, Sir; it will give you an 


Opportunity of — eloſely inſpecting the Con- 
ef your ea 


Gov. N. 2 Sir, tho a Scheme of this Sort 
may ill fuit with my Character and Time of 
Life, yet from a private Intereſt I take in that 
Gentleman's Affairs, if the Means are honour- 
—16— 

Spyri, Innocent, u y Credit. 

Gov. Why then, Bir, 1 1 have no Objection, if 
3 1 32 to the Taſk 

8 ficted for it. 1 ſhow's not 

4 ar the * But huſh! He's 
return'd. 


Euter 
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Enter CADWALLADER. 


* My dear Friend ! the luckieſt Circum- 
nce ! 1 
Cad. Hey ! how? Stay! hey ! 
Spri. You ſee that Gentleman? 
Cad. Well, hey ! 
Spri, Do you know who he is? 
Cad. Not J. 
Sri. He is Interpreter to Prince Pot 
Cad. Wrwſky ! Who the Devil is he? 
Spri. Why the Tartarian Prince, that's come 
over Ambaſſador from the Cham of the Cal- 


mts. 

Spri. His Highneſs has juſt ſent me an Invita- 
tion to dine with him; now every. Body that 
dines with a Tarterian Lord has a Right ta car- 
ry with him what the Latins 4 his Umbra; 5 
in their Language it is Jab 

Cad. Fablan:uſty ! well ? 

Spri. Now, if you will go in that Capacity, I 
ſhall be glad of the Honour. 

Ca. Hey! why wou'd you carry me to dine 
with his Royal Hi ghneſs ? 

$pii. With . | 

Cad. My dear Friend, I ſhall take it as the 

teſt Favour, the reateſt Obligation ———TI 
Fall never be able 1 it. | 

$pri. Don't mention it. 

Cad. Hey! but hold, hold, bow the Devil 
ſhall I get off with the Poet? You know I have 
aſk d him to Dinner. 

dpri. Oh, the Occaſion wall be Apology ſuffi- 

cient ; 
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cient 3 beſides, there . will be the Ladies to re- 


ceive him. 
Cad. My dear Mr. Cape, I beg ten thouſand 
Pardons, but here your Friend is invited to 


. 


Dinner with Prince what the Devil is his 
Name ?— | 
Spri. Potowowſky. 1 
Cad. True; now, Sir, ecod he has, been ſo 
kind as to offer to carry me as his Fablanozfly, 

wou'd you be fo good to excuſe | 

Cape. By all Means; not a Word, I beg. 

Cad. That is exceeding kind; I'll come to 
you after Dinner; hey! ſtay, but is there any 
Ceremony to be uſed with his Highneſs? 

Sori. You dine upon Carpets, croſs-legg'd, 

Cad. Hey! hold, hold, crofs-legg*d ! Zounds ! 
that's odd, well, well, you ſhall teach me. | 

Spri. And his Highneſs is particularly pleaſed 
with thoſe amongſt his Gueſts that do honour to 
his Country Soop. 

Cad, Oh ! let me alone for that ; but ſhould 
not I dreſs? | | 

Spri. No, there's no Occaſion for it. 

Cad. Dear Friend, forgive me; nothing ſhou'd 
take me from you but being a Hodbblin Whiſky. 
Well, Pil go and ſtudy to fit croſs-legg'd, till 
you call me. | 

Spri. Do ſo. 

Cad. His Highneſs Polcwevſty! This is the 
luckieſt Accident ! 

(Exit. 


Cape. Hah! hah ! hah ! but how will you 

conduct your Enterprize ? 
Spri. We'll carry him to your Friend Robin's; 
dreſs up one of the under Actors in a ridi- 
culous 
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culous Habit; this Gentleman ſhall talk a little 
Gibberiſh with him. Pll compoſe a Soop of 
ſome nauſeous Ingredients; let me alone to 
manage. But do you chuſe, Sir, the Part We 
have affign'd? 

Gov. As it ſeems to be but a harmleſs Piece 
of Mirth, I have no Objection. 

Spri. Welt then, let us about it; come, Sir. 


Mr. 
Fry What, 3 — ? 


Cape. Wou'd it not be right to be a little 
ſpruce, a little ſmart upon this Occafion ? 

Spri. No Doubt; dreſs, dreſs, Man ; no Time 
is to be loſt. 

Cape. — but Jact, I cannot ſay that at 

ent 

* Spri. Prythee explain. What would you 

y ? 

Cape. Why then, I cannot ſay, that I have 
any other Garments at Home. 

Spri. Oh, I underſtand you, is that all? i 

take my—— 


a Dear Sprightly, I am quite aſhamed, 
— That's not ſo obli 
eaſure that 


ſorry to give me the 
But | kids 6s Tims E 1 muſt run 
to get ready my Soop. Come, Gentlemen. 
Rob; Did you obferve, Sir? 
Gov. Moſt feelingly! But it will ſoon be 


over, 
Rob. Courage, Sir ; Times may change. 
this Scheme 


Cape. A * 
of Life at leaſt muſt be ; for what Spi- 
enerofity, can fup- 
port 


George ; what ! 


rit, with the leaſt Spark of 
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port a Life of eternal Obligation, and diſagree- 
able Drudgery ? Inclination not conſulted, Ge- 
nius cramp'd, and Talents miſap ply d! 
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What Proſpect have thoſe Authors to be read, 


Whoſe daily Writings earn their daily Bread? 


(Excunt Omnes. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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SCENE I. 


Dom Caps and Mrs. CADWALLADER 47 
Cards. 


Mrs. Cad. OU want Four, and I Two, 
and my Deal : Now, Knave 
noddy no, Hearts be Trumps. 
Cape, I beg. 
Mrs. Cad. Will you ſtock em? 
Cape. Go on, if you pleaſe, Madam. 

Mrs. Cad. Hearts again— One, Two, Three ; 
One, two, ——hang em, they won't ſlip, Three. 
Diamonds——the Two: Have you higher than 
the Queen ? 

Cape. No, Madam. 

Mrs. Cad. Then there's higheſt——and loweſt, 
by Goſh. Games are even; you are to deal. 

Cape. Pſhaw ! hang Cards; there are other 
Amuſements better ſuited to a #/e-2-//e than any 
the four Aces can afford us. 

Mrs. Cad. What Paſtimes be they: We 
ben't enough for hunt the Whiſtle, nor — 

8 
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Man's-Buff ; but I'll call our Bell, and Robin the 
Butler. Dicky will be hear an bye. 

Cape. Hold a Minute. I have a Game to pro- 
| poſe, where the Preſence of a third Perſon, eſpe- 
_— Mr. Cadwallader's, wou'd totally ruin the 

2 Cad. Ay, what can that be? 

Cape. Can't you gueſs ? | 

Mrs. Cad. Not 1; Queſtions and Commands, 
may mw. 

Cape. Not abſolutely that ſome little 
Reſemblance; for I am to requeſt, and you are 
to command, 

Mrs. Cad. Oh daiſy ! that's charming. I ne- 
ver play'd at that in all my born Days; come, 


begin then. 


Cape. Can love me ? 
Mrs. Cad. . you! But is it in Jeſt or 


Zarneſt? 
Cape. That is as you pleaſe to determine. 
Mrs. Cad. But mayn't I aſk 88 Queſtions 


too? 
e. Doubtleſs. 

Ms. Cad. Why then, do you love Me? 
Cape. With all my Soul. 

Mrs. Cad. Upon your Sayſo. 
Cape. Upon my Sayſo. 
Mrs. Cad. Pm glad on't with all my Heart. 
This is the rareſt Paſtime—— 
Cape. But you have not anſwer'd my Queſ- 
tion. 
Mrs. Cad. Hey ? that's true. Why, I believe 
there's no Love loſt. 
Cape. So ; ww" will _— 


28 The AUTHOR. 


ſhall be vp 92922 a: Be 1 be 
engag'd to play deeper intended 
tho. * | ( Afede. 

Mrs. Cad. Well, now tis your Turn. 

c. True; aye ; but ks you are too haſty ; 
the Pleaſure of this Play, like hunting, does not 
confiſt in immediately chopping the Prey. 

Mrs. Cad. No! How then? 

Cape. Why, firſt I am to tart you, then run 
you a little in View, then loſe you, then unravel 
all the Tricks and Doubles you make to eſcape 
me. 


You fly &er H:dge and Stile, 

J purſue for many a Mile, 

You grow tir'd at laſt, and quat, 
Then I catch you, and all that. 


Mrs. Cad. Dear me, there's a deal on't! I ſhall 
never be able to hold out long; 1 had rather be 
taken in View. 

Cape. I believe you. 
Mrs. Cad. Well, come, begin and ſtart me, 
that I may come the ſooner to quatting 

_ Huſh! here's Siſter ; what the deuce brought 
her ! Bell will be for learning this Game too, bur 

don't you teach her for your Life, Mr. Poet. 


Enter ARABELLA. 


Arab. Your Manteau-maker, with your new 
Sack, Siſter. 


Mrs. Cad. Is that all? She might have ſtay'd, 
I think. | | 


Arab. What, you were better engaged ? But 
don t be angry. I am forry I interrupted 3 
: * b. 
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Mrs. Cad. Hey | now will I be hang'd if ſhe 
ben't jealous of Mr. Poet; but I'Il liſten, and ſee 
the End on't, I'm reſolyv'd. (Aſide and exit. 

Arab. Are you concern'd at the Interruption too? 

Cap-. It was a very ſeaſonable one, 5 promiſe 
you ; had you ſtay'd a little longer, I don't know 
what might have been the Conſequence. 

Arab. No Danger to your Perſon, I hope ? 

Cape. Some little Attacks upon it. 

Aab. Which were as feebly refiſted. 

Cape. Why, confider, my dear Bell; tho' your 
* as ſhe is a fine Woman, and Fleſh 
is frail, 

Arb. Dear Bell! And Fleſh is frail! We are 
grown ſtrangely familiar, I think ? 

Cape. Heydey ! In what Corner fits the Wind 
now ? | 
Arab. Where it may 2 blow ſtrong 
enough to overſet your Hopes. 

Cape. That a Breeze of your Breath can do. 

Arab. Aﬀected ! 

Cape. You are obliging, Madam ; but, pray, 
what is the Meaning of all this ? 

Arab. Aſk your own guilty Conſcience. | 

Cape. Were I inclined to flatter myſelf, this 
little Paſſion wou'd be no bad Preſage. 

Arab. You may prove a falſe Prophet. 

Cape, Let me die, if I know what to 
But to deſcend to a little common Senſe ; what 
Part of my Condut—— 

Hab. Looky', Mr. Cape, all Explanations are 
PN 3 have been lucky enough to diſco- 
iſpofition before it is too late; and ſo 


ver your 
you know there's no Occaſion — but however, 
Tu not be any Impediment to you; my Siſter 

C 2 will 
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will be back immediately; I * my Pre- 
ſence will only But confider, Sir, I have a 
Brother's Honour 

Cape. Which is as ſafe from me as if it was 
lock'd up in your Brother's Cloſet : But ſurely, 

, you are a little capricious here; have 

I done any thing but obey your Directions? 

Arab. That was founded upon a Suppoſition 
that but no Matter. 

Cap:. That what! 

Arab. Why, I was weak enough to believe— 
what you was wicked enough to proteſt 

Cape. That I lov'd you; and what Reaſon have 
I given you to doubt it? 

Arab, A pretty Situation I found you in at my 
Entrance 
Cape. An aſſumed Warmth, for the better con- 
cealing the Fraud. 

Ars. Cad. What's that? ( Aſide, liff ning. 

Cape. Surely, if you doubted my Conſtancy, you 
muſt have a better Opinion of my Underſtanding. 

Mrs. Cad. Mighty well! | (Alte. 

Cape. What an Ideot! a Driveler ! no Conſi- 
deration upon earth, but my paving the Way to 
the P of you, could have prevailed upon 
me to ſupport her Folly a Minute. 


Enter Mrs. CADWALLADER. 


Mrs. Cad. So! Mr. Poet, you are a pretty 
Gentleman, indeed ! Ecod, I'm glad I have caught 
you. I'm not ſuch a Fool as you think for, 

But here will be Dicky preſently ; he ſhall hear of 
your Tricks, he ſhall: I'Il let him know what a 
pretty Perſon he has got in his Houſe. bs 
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Cape. There's no parrying this; had not I bet- 
ter decamp ? 

Arab. And leave me to the Mercy of an Ene- 
my : My Brother's Temper is ſo odd, there's no 
knowing in what Light he'll ſee this. 

Mrs. Cad. Oh, he's below, I hear him. Now 
we ſhall hear what he'll ſay to you, Madam. 


Enter CaDpWALILA DER, GOVERNOR, SPRIGHTLY, 
and Ronin. 


Cad. No, pray walk in, Mr. Interpreter; between 
you and IJ, I like his Royal Highneſs —_— - 
he's a pol ite, pretty, well bred Gentleman 
but damn his Soop. 

Gov. Why, Sir? You eat as if you lik'd it. 

Cad. Lik'd it! hey, egad, I would not eat anos 


ther Meſs to be his Maſter's Prime Miniſter ; as“ 


bitter as Gall, and as black as my Hat; and 
there have I been fitting theſe two Hours, with 
my Legs under me, till they are both as dead 
as a Herring. 

Cape. Your Dinner diſpleas' d you? 

Cad. Diſpleas'd! hey! Looky' Mr. Sprighth, 
Pm mi btily — to you for the Honour; but 
hold, bold, you ſhall never perſuade me to be a 
Hobbiin't iſky again, if the * Cham of the Cal- 
mucks were to come over himſelf, Hey ! and 
what a damn'd Language he has * Whee, 


haw, haw ! but you ſpeak it very fluently. 
Gov. I was long reſident in the Country. 
Cad. May be ſo, but he ſeems to ſpeak it bet- 
ter; you have a foreign Kind of an Accent, you 
don't found it thro? the Noſe fo well as he. Hey 
well, B:cky, what, and how have you entertain'd Mr. 
Cape? C 3 


AMrv 


4 
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Mrs. Cad. Oh! here have been fine Doings 
fince you have been gone. 

Cape. So, now comes on the Storm. 

Cad. Hey! hold, hold, what has been the 
Matter ? 

' Mrs. Cad. Matter | why the Devil is in the Poet, 
tink. | 

Cad. The Devil! hold. 

Mrs. Cad. Why here he has been making Love 
to me like bewitch'd. 

Cad. How, which Way ? 

Mrs. Cad. Why ſome on't was out of his Poe- 
try, I think. 

Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, egad I believe he's a 
little mad ; this Morning he took me for King 
Turrys, you; now who can tell but this After- 
noon he may take you for Queen Dido? 
® Mrs. Cad. And there he told me I was to run, 
and to double, and quat, and there he was to 
catch me, and all that. . 

Cad. Hold, hold, catch you ! Mr. Cape, I take 
it very unkindly ; it was, d'ye ſee, a very un- 
— Thing to make Love to Becky in my Ab- 

Cape. But, Sir 

Cad. And it was the more ungenerous, Mr. Cape, 
to take this Advantage, as you know ſhe is but a 
fooliſh Woman. | | 
Mrs. Cad. Ay | me, who am but a fooliſh Wo- 
man. 

Cape. But hear me. 


Cad. A poor ignorant, illiterate, poor Becky /! 
Fo 7 ps th. Ea. attack——— 


Cape. There's no — 
Cad. Hold, hold, ecod it is juſt as if the Grand 
| Signior, 
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Signior, at the Head of his Janiſaries, was to kick 
a Chimney- ſweeper. 

Mrs. Cad. Hey ! what's that you ſay, Dicky ; 
what! be I like a Chimney-ſweeper ? 

Cad, Hey ! hold, hold, Zounds! no, Beck; 
hey ! no: That's only by Way of Simile, to let 
him ſee I underſtand your Tropes and Figures 
as well as himſelf, 22 and therefore 

Spri, Nay, but Mr. Cadwallader ! 

Cad. Don't mention it, Mr. Sprightly; he is the 
firſt Poet I ever had in my Houſe, except the Bell- 
man for a Chriſtmas Box, 

Sri. Good Sir 

Cad. And hold, hold; I am reſolved he ſhall be 
the laſt. 

Spyri. I have but one Way to filence him. 

Cad. And let me tell you 

Spri. Nay, Sir, if I muſt tell him; he owes his 
Reception here to my Recommendation; any 
Abuſe of your Goodneſs, any Breach of Hoſpi- 
tality here, he is anſwerable to me for, 

Cad. Hey? hold, hold, ſo he is, ecod; at him; 
give it him home. 

Spri. Ungrateful Monſter ! and is this your Re- 
turn for the open, generous Treatment— —— 

Mrs. Cad. As good fry d Cow-heel, with 3 
roaſt Fowl and Sauſages, as ever came to a 
Table. 

Cad. Huſh, Beck, huſi 

Spri. And cou'd you find no other Object but 
Mr. Cadwallader, a Man, perhaps, poſſeſſed of 2 
Genius ſuperior to your own 

Cad. If I had had an Univerfity Education 

Spri. And of a Family as old as the Creation, 

Cad. Older ! Beck, fetch the Pedegree. 


C + Spri, 


34 The AUTHOR 


Spri. Thus far relates to this Gentleman; but 
now, Sir, what Apology can you make me, who 
wag your paſſport, your Security? | 

Cad. Zounds, none ; fight him. 

pri. Fight him 

Cad. Ay, do; I'd fight him myſelf, if I had 
not had the Meaſles laſt Winter; but ſtay till I 
get out of the Room. 

Spri. No, he's ſure of a Protection here, the 
Preſence of the Ladies. | 

Cad. Pſhaw ] Pox! they belong to the Family, 
never mind them. 

S$pri. Well, Sir, are you dumb? No Excuſe ? 
No Palliation ? 

Cad. Ay, no Palliation ? 

Mrs. Cad. Ay, no Tribulation? It's a Shame, 
ſo it is. 

Capc. When I have Leave to ſpeak— 

Cad. _ what the Devil can you ſay ? 

Cape. Nay, Sir | 

Spri. Let's hear him, Mr. Cadwallader, howeyer. 

Cad. Hold, hold; come, begin then. 

Cape. And firſt to you, Mr. Sprightly, as you 
ſeem more intereſted ; pray does this Charge cor- 
reſpond with any other Action of my Life fince 
I have had the Honour to know you ? ———- 

Spri. Indeed, I can't fay that I recollect, but 
ſtill as the Scholiaſts fay—Nemo repente turpiſſimus. 

Cad. Hold, hold, what's that ? | 

Spri. Why that is as much as to ſay, this is 
bad enough, | | 
Mrs. Cad. By Goſh! and fo it is. 

Cad. Ecod, and ſo it is. Speak a little more 
Latin to him; if I had been bred at the Univer- 

firy, you ſhould have it both Sides of your Ears. 


Capc. 
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Cape. A little Patience, Gentlemen. Now, Sir, 
to you ; you were pleaſed yourſelf to drop a few 
Hints of your Lady's Weakneſs ; might not ſhe 
take too ſeriouſly what was meant as a meer 
Matter of Merriment ? f 

Cad. Hey ! hold, hold. 

Spri. A paltry Excuſe; can any Woman be 
ſuch a Fool as not to know when a Man has a 
Defign upon her Perſon ? 

Cad. Anſwer that, Mr. Cape, hey ! anſwer that. 

Cape. I can only anſwer for the Innocency of 
my own Intentions; may not your Lady, appre- 
henfive of my becoming too great a Fayourite, 
contrive this C with a View of deſtroying the 
Connexion—— 

Spri. Connexion | 

Cad. Hey ! hold, hold, Connexion ! 

$p1i. There's — in that. 

Cad. Hey! is there? Hold, hold, hey ! pad, 
he is right You're right, Mr. Cape; hold 

Becky, my Dear, how the Devil cou'd you be fo 
wicked, hey! Child; ecod, hold, hold, how 
could you have the Wickedneſs to attempt to de- 
ſtroy the Connexion ? | 

Myc. Cad. I don't know what you ſay. 

Cad. D'y'e hear? You are an Incendiary, but 
you have miſs'd your Point ; the connexion ſhall 
be only the ſtronger. My dear Friend, I beg ten 
thouſand Pardons, I was too haſty ; but ecod, 
Becky's to blame. | 

Cape. The Return of your Favour has effaced 
every other Impreſſion. | 

Cad. There's a good-natured Creature ! 

Cape. But if you have the leaſt Doubts remain- 
ing, this Lady, your Siſter, I believe, will do me 
the Juſtice to own 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Cad. Ay, aſk my Fellow if I be a Thief 
Cad. What the Devil is Becky at now ? 
| Mrs. Cad. She's as bad as he. 
Cad. Bad as he! Hey! how! what the Devil, 
ſhe did nor make Love to you too ? Stop, hey, 
hold, hold, hold. | | 

Mrs Cad. Why no, Fooliſh, but you are al- 
ways running on with your Riggmonrowles, and 
won't ſtay to hear a Body's Story out. 

Cad. Well, Beck, come let's have it. 

Ars. Cad. Be quiet then; why, as I was telling 
you, firſt he made Love to me, and wanted me to 
be a Hare. 

Cad A hare! hold, ecod, that was whimfical ; 
a hare! hey! oh ecod, that might be becauſe he 
thought you a little hare-brain'd already, Becky, a 
damn'd good Story. Well, Becky, go on, let's 
have it out. 

Mrs. Cad. No, I won't tell you no more, ſo I 
won't. : 

Cad. Nay, hee, Beck. 

Mrs. Cad. Hold your Tongue then; And fo 
there he was going on with his Nonſenſe, and ſo 
in came our gell; and ſo — 

Cad. Hold, hold, Berky; damn your So's ; go 
on, Child, but leave out your So's ; it's a low— 
hold, hold, vulgar but go on. 

Mrs Cad. Why how can I go on when you 
ſtop me every Minute? Well, and then our Bell 
came in and interrupted him ; and methought ſhe 
looked very frumpiſh and jealous. 

Cad, Well. | 

Mrs. Cad. And ſo I went out and liſten'd. 

Cad. So; what you ſtaid and liſten'd ? 
. Mrs, Cad. No; I tell you upon my ſlaying, 
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ſhe went out; no u m 

the ſtaid. pon my going out, 

1 * This is a damn'd blind Story, but go on, 
ec 

Mrs. Cad. And then at firſt ſhe ſcolded him 
roundly for making Love to me; and then he 
ſaid as how ſhe adviſed him to it; an. ſhe 
ſaid no; and then he ſaid 

Cad. Hold. hold; we fhall never underſtand 
all theſe He's and She s; this may all be very true, 
Beck, but hold, hold; as I hope to be fav'd, thou 
are the worſt Teller of a Story 

Mrs. Cad. Well, I have but a Word more ; 
and then he ſaid as how I was a great Fool. 

Cad. Not much miſtaken in that. (Aide 

Mrs. Cad. And that he would not have ſtayed 
with Me a Minute, but to pave the Way to the 
Poſſeſſion of, She? 

Cad. Well, Beck, well? 

Mrs. Cad. And ſo—that's al\. 

Cad. Make Love to Her, in order to get Poſſeſ- 
fion of You? 

Mrs. Cad. Love to Me, in Order to get She. 

Cad. Hey! Oh, now I begin to underſtand. 
Hey! What's this true, Bell ? Hey! Hold, hold, 
hold; ecod, I begin to ſmoke, hey! Mr. Cape | 

Cape. How ſhall I act? 

Rob. Ownit, Sir, I have a Reaſon. 

Cad. Well, what fay you, Mr. Cape? Let's 
have it without Equivocation ; or, hold, hold, 
hold, mental Reſervation. Guilty, or not? 

Cape. Of what, Sir? 

Cad, Of what! Hold, hold, of making Love 
to Bell. 


Cate. Guilty . 


Cad, 
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Cad. Hey ! how? Hold, Zounds! No, what 
not with an Intention to marry her ? 

Cate. With the Lady's Approbation, and your 
kind Conſent. 
* Cad. Hold, hold, what my Conſent to marry 

ou? 

Cate. Ay, Sir. 

Cad. Hold, hold, hold; what our Bell to 


mix the Blood of the Cadwal aders with the 
Puddle of a Poet ! 


Cape. Sir 

Cad. A petty, paltry, ragged, rhiming— 

Spri. But K | 

Cad. A ſcribbling, hold, hold, hold, 
Garretteer ! that has no more Cloathes than Backs, 


I nn Hats, and no Shoes to his 
cet. 


N ri. Nay, but | 

Cad. The Offspring of a Dunghill! born in a 
Celler. Hold, hold,— and living in a Garret ! a 
Fungus ! a M 

Cate. Sir, my Famil 1 P 

Cad. Your Family! Hold, hold, hold.— Peter, 
fetch the Pedigree; I'll ſhew you—— Your Fa- 
 mily! a little obſcure—— hold, hold, I don't 
believe you ever had a Grandfather. 


Enter PET with the Pedigree. 


There it is; there; Peter, help me to ſtretch it 
out: There's ſeven Yards more of Lineals, befides 
three of Collaterals, that I next Monday 
from the Herald's Office; d'ye ſee, Mr. Sprigbiiy? 

Spri. Prodigious |! 
Cad, Nay, but looky' there's Welch Princes, and 
Ambaſſadors, 
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Ambadors, and Kings of Scotland, and Members 
of Parliament: Hold, hold, ecod, I no more 
mind an Earl or a Lord in my Pedigree, hold, 
hold, than Kouli Khan wou'd a Sergeant in the 
Train'd Bands. 

Spri. An amazing Deſcent ! 

Cad. Hey, is it not? And for this low, louſy, 
Son of a Shoemaker, to talk of Families—hold, 
hold, get out of my Houſe. 

Rob. Now 1s your Time, Sir. 

Cad. Mr. Sprighty, turn him out. 

Gov. Stop, Sir, I have a Secret to diſcloſe, 
that may make you alter your Intentions. 

Cad. Hold, hold : how, Mr. Interpreter ? 

Gov. You are now to regard that young Man 
in a very different Light, and conſider him as my 
Son. 

Cape. Your, Son, Sir! 

Gov. In a Moment, Ge:rge, the Myſteries ſhall 
be explain'd. ; 

Cal Your Son! Hold, hold; and what then? 

Gov Then! Why then he is no longer the 
Scribbler, the Muſhroom you have deſcribed; but 
of Birth and Fortune equal to your on. 

Cad. What! the Son of an Interpreter equal 
to Me. A Fellow that trudges about, teaching 
of Languages to foreign Couns ! 

G:v. A Teacher of Languages 

Cad. Stay; ecod, a Runner to Monſicurs and 
Marquiſſes 

Spri. You are miſtaken, Sir. 

Cad. A Jack-pudding ! that takes Fillips on the 
Noſe for Six-pence a Piece! Hold, hold, ecod, 

ie me Eighteen- pennywerth, and change for 
a Crown. 


Gov. 
O 
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Cad A Sp 


you are well. 

at other Men's Tables! that 
has Jallop put into his Beer, and his Face black'd 
at Chriſtmas for the Diverſion of Children. 

Gov. I can hold no longer. *Sdeath, Sir, who 
is it you dare treat in this Manner? | 
* Cad. Hey, Zounds, Mr. Sprigbt yy, lay hold of 

im 

Spri. Calm your Choler. Indeed, Mr. Cad- 
wallader, nothing cou'd excuſe your Behaviour 
to this Gentleman but your miſtaking his Perſon. 

Cad. Hold, hold. Is not he Interpreter to— 

Fri. No. 

Cad. Why did not tell·— 

Spri. That was a ke. This Gentleman 
is the Prince's Friend ; and by long Refidence in 
the Monarch's Country is perfect of the 


Language. 
| Cod. But who the Devil is he then? 

Spri. He is Mr. Cape, Sir; a Man of unble- 
miſh'd Honour, capital Fortune, and late Gover- 
nor of one of our moſt conſiderable Settlements. 

Cad. Governor! Hold, hold, and how came 
you Father to hey 

G:v. By marrying his Mother. 

Cafe. But how am II to this ? 

Gov. As a ſolemp Truth; that foreign Friend, 
to whom you owe your Education was no other 
than myſelf ; I had my Reaſons, perhaps capri- 
cious ones, for concealing this; but now 
ceaſe, and I am to own my Son. 

Cape. Sir; it is not for me (neeling,) but if 
Gratitude, Duty filial +— 

Gov. Riſe, my Boy, I have ventured far to fix 
thy Fortune, George; but to find thee werthy of 


it 
© 
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it more than o'erpays my Toil ; the Reſt of my 


Story ſhall be referv'd till we are alone. 

Cad. Hey! Hold, hold, hold; ecod, a good 
ſenſible old Fellow this; but harky* Sprightly, I 
have made a damn'd Blunder here : Hold, hold, 
Mr. Governor, I aſk ten thouſand Pardons ; but 
who the Devil cou'd have thought that the Inter- 
preter to Prince Potowerr | 

Gov. Oh, Sir, you have in your Power ſuffici- 
ent Means to atone for the Injuries done us both. 

Cad. Hold, how ? 

Gov. By beſtowing your Siſter with, I flatter 
myſelf, no great Violence to her Inclinations here. 

Cad. What, marry Bell? Hey! Hold, hold; 
Zounds, Bell, take him, do; ecod, he is a good 

Arab. I ſhan't diſobey you, Sir. 

Cad. Shan't you ? That's right. Who the De- 
vil knows but he may come to be a Governor 
himſelf; hey! Hold, hold; come here then, 

ive me your Hands both; (Joins their Hands) 
there, the Buſineſs is done And now, 
Brother Governor —— 

Gov. And now, Brother Cadwallader. | 

Cad. Hey, Beck! Here's ſomething now for 
my Pedigree; we'll pop in the Governor to- 
morrow. 

Mrs. Cad. Harky* Mr. Governor, can you give 
mea black Boy and a Monkey ? 

Cad. Hey ! ay, ay, you ſhall have a black Boy, 
and a , and a Parrot too, Peck. 
 . Spri. Dear George, | am a little late in my 

tulations ; but—— 

Gov. Which if he is in acknowledging your 
difintereſted Friendſhip, I ſhall be forry I ever 


own'd 


6 
own'd him. Now, Rolin, my Cares are over, 
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and my Wiſhes full; and, if George remains as 
untainted by Affluence as he has been untempted 


bv Diſtreſs, I have given the Poor a Protector, 
his Country an Advocate, and the World a 


Friend. 
(Exeunt Omrer. 
Fi E 6 
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FROL OG UK 


SPOKEN 


by Mr. FOOT E. 


O* all the Paſſions that poſſeſs Mankind, 
The Love of Novelty rules moſt the Mind, 
In Search of this from Realm to Realm we roam, 
Our Fleets come franght with. every Folly home. 
From Lybia's Deſarts hoflile Brutes advance, 
And dancing Dogs in Droves ſkip here from France, 
From Latian Lands Gigantic Forms appear, 
Striking our Britiſh Breaſts with Awe and Fear, 
Hs once the Lilliputians —— Gulliver, 
Not only Objects that affett the Sight, 
In foreign Arts and Artiſts we delight, 
Near to that Spot where Charles beftrides a Horſe, 
In humble Proſe the Place is Charing Croſs ; 
Cloſe by the Margin of a Kennel; Side, 
A dirty diſmal Entry opens wide, 
There, with haarſe Voice, check d Shirt and callous Hand, 
Duff's Indian Engliſh Trader tales his Stand, 
Surveys each Paſſenger with curious Eyes, 
And ruſtic Roger falls an eaſy Prize, 
Here's China Porcelaine that Chelſea yields, 
Aud India Handierchiefs from Spitalfields, 


With 


With Turkey Carpets that from Wilton came, 
Factors are forc'd to favour this Deceit, 

And Engliſh Goods are ſmuggled through the Street. 
The Rude to poliſh and the Fair to pleaſe, 


The Hero of to Night has croſi d the Seas, 
eee A agg 


He's manufaftur'd in another Clime. 
*Trs Buck begs Leave once more to come before ye, 
The little Subjeft of a former Story, 
Hew chang'd, hew fabia“ d, whether Brute or Beau, 
We truſt the following Scenes will fully ſhew. 
For them and him we your Indulgence crave, 
"Tis ours flill ta fin and yours to ſave. 
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. 
Spoken by M*. BeLLamy. 


1 the Arts to make a Piece go down, 
And fix the fickle Favour of the Town, 

An Epilogue is deem'd the ſureſt Way 

To attone for all the Errors of the Play: 

Thus, when pathetic Strains have made you cry, 

In trips the Comic Muſe, and wipes your Eye. 

With equal Reaſon, when ſbe has made You laugh, 

Melpomene ſbould ſend you ſniveling ; 

But our Bard, unequal to the Taſk, 

Rejects the Dagger, and retains the Maſque : 

Fain would he ſend you chearful home To-night, 

And harmleſs Mirth by honeſt Means excite; 

Scorning with luſcious Phraſe or double Senſe, 

To raiſe a Laughter at the Fair's Expence. 

What Method ſhall we-chooſe your Taſte to hit? 

Will no one tend our Bard a little Wit ? | 

Thank ye, hind Souls, Pl take it from the Pit, 

The Piece concluded, and the Curtain down, 

Us ftarts that fatal Phalanx, ca!l'd The Town: 

In full Ag-mbly weigh cur Author's Fate, 

And Surly thas commences the Debate: 

Pray, among Friends, does not this poiſaning Scene 

Toe fecred Rights of Tragedy prophane ? 

If Farce may mimic thus her awful Bowl » 

On fie, all wrong, ſtark naugbt, upon my Soul ! 


Then 


„ 


„ 


> 1 . * f 


Then Buck cries, Billy, can it be in Nature? 

Not the leaſt Likeneſs in @ fingle Feature. 

My Lord, Lord love him, *tis @ precious Piece; 
Let's come on Friday Night and have a Hifs, 

To this a Peruquier aſſents with Foy, 

Parcequ'il affronte les Francois, oni, ma foi. 

In fuch Diſtreſs what can the Poet do? | 


Where ſeek for Shelter when theſe Foes purſue ? 
He dares demand Protection, Sirs, from you. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Bvcex Mr. Foote. 

* CrasB * Mr. Sparks. 
Loxp Jonn Mr. White. 
MAcRUTHEN Mr. Shuter. 
RACKET Mr. Cuſbin. 
TALLYHOE ' Mr. Coftolb. 
LATITAT Mr. Dunffall. 
SURGEON Mr. Wignel. 
Lucinda Mrs. Bellamy. 


La Fonquil, Le Loire, Beernois, and Servants. 


U 


ACUTE | 
CraB diſcovered reading. 


1 ND I ds conflitiite good 
Friend, Giles ow St. Mar- 
un's A the Fields, Executor to this 

Will; and do appoint bim Guar= 

- & to my Ward Lucinda ; and do + 
Submit to his Direction, the ement of all 
my Afﬀairs, till the Return of my Son from his 
Travels ; whom I do intreat my ſaid Executor, 
in Conſideration of our antient Friendſhip, to 
adviſe, to counſel, &c. &c. 


15 
A 


Joux Buexk. 


A good, pretty Legacy! Let's ſee; I find my- 
ſelf Heir, by this generous Deviſe of my very 
good Friend, to ten Actions at Common Law. 
nine Suits in Chancery, the Conduct of a Boy, 
bred a Booby at Home, and finiſhed a Fop 
abroad; together with the Direction of a mar- 
riageable, and, therefore, an unmanageable 
Wench; and all this to an old Fellow of Six- 
-fix, who heartily hates Bus'neſs, is tired of 
e World, and deſpiſes every Thing in it. 
Why how the Devil came I to merit—— 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Latitat of Staple's Inn. 
Crab. So, here begin my Plagues. Shew 
the Hound in. | 
B Enter 
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Enter Latitat, wirb a Bag, &c. 
. I wou'd, Mr. Crab, have attended 
your Summons immediately, but I was ob- 
bliged to fign Judgment in Error at the Com- 
mon Pleas; ſue out of the Exchequer a Writ 
of Que minus, and ſurrender in Banco Regis 
the Defendant, before the Return of the Sci 
fa, to diſcharge the Bail. 
Crab. Pr'ythee, Man, none of thy unintel- 
ligible Low, argon to me; but tell me, in the 


Language of common Senſe, and thy Coun- 
try, what Iam todo. 


Lat. Why, Mr. Craò, as you are already 
poſleis'd of a Probat, and Letters of Admi- 
niſtration de Bonis, are granted, you may ſue, 
or be ſued ; I hold it ſound Doctrine for no 
Executor to diſcharge Debts, without a Receipt 
upon Record: This can be obtain'd by no 
Means, but by an Action. Now Actions, Sir, 
are of various Kinds: There are Ac- 
tions, Actions on the Caſe, or Aſſumpſit's ; 
Actions of Trover, Actions of Glauſum fregit, 
Actions of „Actions of — 

Crab. Hey, the Devil, where's the Fellow 
running now? But hark ee, Latitat, why 
I thought all our Law as ear were di- 
1 to be in Exgiiſb. 
Tar. True, Mr. Crab. 
Crab. And whatdo you call all this Stuff, ha! 
Lat. Enghſh.. 

Crab. Thi Devil you do. ; 
Tat. Vernacular, upon ops Honour, Mr. 

5 f C Tr ab, 


<< 
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Crab. For, as Lord Coke deſcribes the Com- 
mon Law, to be the Perfection 

Crab. So, here's a freſh Deluge of Imper- 
tinence. A Truce to thy Authorities, I beg; 
and as I find it will be impoſſible to under- 
ſtand thee without an Interpreter, if you will 
meet me at Five, at Mr. Brief's Chambers, 
why, if you have any thing to ſay, he will- 
tranſlate it for me. 

Lat. Mr. Brief, Sir, and tranſlate, Sir !— 
Sir, I would have you to know that no Prac- 
titioner in Weſtminſter Hall, gives clearer— 

Crab. Sir, I believe it; for which Reaſon 
I have referred you to a Man who never goes 
into Weftminſter Hall. | 

Lat. A bad Proof of his Practice, Mr. Crab. 

Crab, A 
Latitat. 
Lat. Why, Sir, do you think that a Law- 


Crab. Zounds, Sir, I never thought about 


a Lawyer. The Law is an oracular Idol, you 
are the explanatory Miniſters ; nor ſhou'd any 
of my own private Concerns have made me 
bow to your beaſtly Baa/, I had rather loſe a 
Cauſe, than conteſt it. And had not this old, 
doating Dunce, Sir John Buck, plagu'd me 
with the Management of his Money, and the 
Care of his Booby Boy, Bedlam ſhou d ſooner 

have had me, than the Bar. 
Tat. Bedlam, the Bar! Since, Sir, I am 
provok d, I don't know what your Choice 
may be, or what your Friends may chooſe for 
B 2 you ; 


good one of his Principles, Mr. 
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u; I wiſh I was your prochain Ami: But 

am under fome Doubts as to the Sanity 
of the Teſtator, otherwiſe he could not have 
choſen for his Executor, under the Sanction of 
the Law, a Perſon who def piſes the Law, And 
the Law, give me Leave to "tell ou, Mr. Crab, 
fr the wy gp the TY the Protection, the 

e qua n e non plus ultra- 
Crab. Mercy ol Six and Eight-pence. 

Lat. The 12 and Offence, the by 
which, and the whereby, the Statute common 
and cuſtomary, or as Plowden claſſically and 
elegantly, expreſſes it, tis 
Mos commune vetus mores, C onſulta Sonatus, 

Hac 1 Jus Aatuunt Terra Britanna 
Fo 

| Crab. Zounds, Sir, among all your Laws, 
are there none to 8 a Man in his own 
Houle? / 

Lat. Sir, a Man's Houſe is his Caftellum, 
his Caſtle ; and fo tender is the Law of any 
Infringement of that ſacred Right, that apy 
Attempt to invade it by Force, F — or Vio- 

lence, clandeſtinely, or Vi A is not on- 
ly deem'd felonins but burg Now, Sir, 
2 9. 15 may be committed, either upon 
Dwelling g, or the Out-houſe. 
crab, O Hud! O laud! 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Your Clerk, Sir, —The Parties, he 

_ fays, are all in waitipg at your Chambers. 


you 
Lat. 1 come. I will but Juſt i to 
Mr. 
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Mr. Crab, the Nature of a Burglary, as it has 
been deſcrib'd by a late Statute. 

Crab. Zounds, Sir, I have not the leaſt 
Curioſity. 

Lat. Sir, but every Gentleman ſhou'd 
know — 

Crab. 1 won't know. Beſides, your Cli- 
ents 

Lat. O, they may ſtay. I ſha'nt take up 
five Minutes, Sir, —A Burglary — 

Crab. Not an Inſtant. 

Lat. By the Common Law 

Crab. I'll not hear a Word. 

Lat. It was but a Clauſtrium Jregit. 

Crab. Dear Sir, be gone. 

Lat. But by the late Acts of . 

Crab. Help, = Dog. Zounds, Sir, get 
out of my Ho 

Serv. Your Clients, Sir — 

Crab. Puſh him out [the Lawyer talking 
all the while) So, ho! Hark ee, Raſcal, if you 
ſuffer EF ellow to enter my Doors again, 
III ſtrip and diſcard you the very Minute. 
IErxit. Serv. ] This is but the Beginning of 
my ry Torment But that I expect the young 

from abroad, every Inſtant, I'd fly for 
it N yk and quit the Klagdom at once. 
ter Servant. 

Serv. My young Maſter's travelling Tutor, 
Sir, juſt arrived. 

Crab. Oh, then I ſuppoſe, the Blockhead 
of a Baronet is cloſe at his Heels. Show him 
in. This Bear-leader, I reckon now, 74 

er 
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ther the clumſey Curate of the Knight' s Pa- 
riſh Church, or ſome needy Highlander, the 
Outcaſt of his Countfy, whb, with the Pride 
of a German Baron, the 1 of a French 

uis, the Addreſs of a Soldier, 
and the Learning of an Academ her, is to 
= our Heir apparent Politenef,, Taſte, Li- 


rfect Knowledge of the World, 
4 of of bim tell f. " 


- Enter Macruthen. 
Mac. Maiſter Crab, I am your devoted 
Servant. | 


Crab. Oh, a Britiſb Child, by the Meſs. — 
Well, where's your Charge? 
Mac. O, the young Baronet is o'the Road. 
I was mi afraid e had o'rta'en me; for 
between Canterbury and Rechefter, I was ſtopt, 
and robb'd by a High-way-man. 
Crab. Robb'd! What © the Devil cou'd he 
2 * Troth, hty Booty. 
Mac. n gude Troth, not a mighty 
Buchanon's Hiſtory, Lauder againſt Melton, 
.and two Pound of high 4 Ghſcow. 
Crab. A good travelling Well, 
and what's become of your Cub? here have 
9 left him? 
Mac. Main you Sir Ds. ? Tleft him at 
Calais, with another Nobleman, re- 
turning from his Trav ut why caw ye 
him Cub, Maiſter Crab? Jn gude troth, there's 
a 2 ty Alteration. 
Yes, yes, I have a red Gueſs at 
bis Improvements. © © | 
Mac, 
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Mac. He's quite a Phœnomenon. 

Crab. Oh, a Comet, I dare ſwear, but not 
an unuſual one, at Paris. The Faux-bourg 
of St. Germains, ſwarms with ſuch, to the no 
ſmall Amuſement of our very good Fricnds, 
the French. 


Mac. Oh, the French were mighty fond 
of him. 


Crab. But as to the Language, I ſuppoſe, 
he's a perfect Maſter of "= of 1 n 
Mac. He can caw for aught that he need, 
but he is na quite Maiſter of the Accent. 

Crab. A moſt aſtoniſhing Progreſs! 
Mac. Suſpend your Judgment a while, and 

ou'll find him all ye wiſh, allowing for the 
Yillies of Juvenility ; and muſt take the Va- 
nity to myſelf of being, in a great Meaſure, 
the Author. 

Crab. Oh, if he be but a faithful Co 
the admirable Original, he muſt be a finith'd 
Piece. | 

Mac. You are 2 to Complement. 

Crab. Not a whit. Well, and what I ſup- 
poſe you, and your — what's your Name —? 
Mac. Macrut ben, at your Service. 

Crab. Macrutben A. um! You and your 
Pupil agreed very we 
"Mac. Perfectly. The young Gentleman ie 
of an amiable Diſpoſition. | 
Crab. Oh, ay: And it wou'd be wrong to 
ſowre his Temper. You knew your Duty 
better, I hope, to contradict him. 

Mac. It was na for me, Maiſter Crab. , 
| 9 Crab. 


of 
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Crab. Oh, by no means Maſter Macruthen ; 
all your Bus nels was to keep him out of Frays ; 
to take care, for the ſake of his Health, that 
his Wine was genuine, and his Miſtrefſes as 
they ſhou'd be. You pimp'd forhim, I ſuppoſe? 

Mac. Pimp for him ! D'ye mean to af- 
front a 
Crab. To ſuppoſe the contrary would be the 
Affront, Mr. Tutor. What, Man, you know 
the World. "Tis not by Contradiction, but 
by Compliance, that Men make their For- 
tunes. And was it for you to thwart the Hu- 
mour of a Lad upon the Threſhold of ten 
thouſand Pounds a Vear? 

Mac. Why, to be ſure, great Allowances 


muſt be made. 
Crab. No doubt, no doubt. 
Mac. I ſee, Maiſter Crab, you know Man- 
kind. You are Sir Jobn Buck's Executor. 
1 little Thought that be 
Mac ve a e t 
uſeful to us both. * 
Crab. As how ? 
Mac. Cou'd aA 
Hond o the young Baronet. 
Crab. Explain. 
Mac. Why you, by the Will, have the 
Care o'the Caſh; and I caw make a Shift to 
manage the Lad. 
Crab. Oh, I conceive you. And fo between 
us both, we may contrive to eaſe him of that 
Inheritance which he knows not how proper- 


ly - 
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You do know how. 
Mac. Ye ha hit it. 
Crab. Why what a ſuperlative Raſcal art 
thou, thou inhoſpitable Villain! Under the 
Roof, and in the Preſence, of thy Benefactor's 
Repreſentative, with almoſt his ill-beſtowed 
Bread in thy Mouth, art thou plotting the 
Perdition of his only Child! And, from what 
Part of my Life, didſt thou derive a Hope of 
my Compliance with ſuch a helliſh Scheme? 
Mac. Maiſter Crab, I am of a Nation— 
Crab. Of known Honour and Integrity; 1 
allow it. The Kingdom you have quitted, in 
conſigning the Care of its Monarch, for Ages, 
to your Predeceſſors, in Preference to its pro- 
per Subjects, has given you a brilliant Pane- 
gyric, that no other People can parallel. 
Mac. Why, to be ſure—— : 
Crab. And one Happineſs it is, that tho' 
national Glory can beam a Brightneſs on Par- 
ticulars, the Crimes of Individuals can never 
reflect a Diſgrace upon their Country. Thy 
Apology but aggravates thy Guilt. 
Mac. Why, Maiſter Crab, Inn 
Crab. Guilt and Confuſion choak thy Ut- 
terance. Avoid my Sight. Vaniſh. [Exif 
Mac]. A fine Fellow this, to protect the 
Perſon, inform the Inexperience, direct and 
moderate the Defires, of an unbridled Boy ! 
But can it be ſtrange, whilſt the Parent ne- 
gligently accepts a ſuperficial Recommenda- 
tion to ſo important a Truſt, that the Perſon, 
| C whoſe 
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whoſe Wants, perhaps, more than his Abili- 
ties, make defirous of it, ſhou'd conſider the 
Youth as a Kind of Property, and not ſtudy 
what to make him, but what to make of him; 
and thus prudently lay a Foundation for his 
future ſordid Hopes, by a criminal Com- 
pliance with the Lad's preſent prevailing Paſ- 
ſions? But Vice and Folly rule the World. — 
Without, there. [enter Serv.] Raſcal, where 
d'you run, Blockhead? Bid the Girl come 
hither.—Freſh Inſtances, every Moment, for- 
tify my Abhorrence, my Deteſtation of Man- 
kind. This Turn may be term'd Miſanthro- 
py ; and imputed to Chagrin and Diſappoint- 
ment. But it can only be by thoſe Fools, who, 
thro' Softneſs or Ignorance, regard the Faults 
of others, like their own, thro' the wrong End 
of the Perſpective. 
Enter Lucinda. 

So, what, I ſuppoſe your Spirits are all a-float. 
You have heard your Fellow's coming. 

Luc. If you had your uſual Diſcernment, 
Sir, you wou'ddiſtinguiſh, in my Countenance, 
an Expreſſion very different from that of Joy. 

Crab. Oh, what, I ſuppoſe your Monkey 
has broke his Chain, or your Parrot dy'd in 
moulting. 

Tuc. A Perſon leſs cenſorious than Mr. 
Crab, might aſſign a more generous Motive 
for my Diſtreſs. | 

Crab. Diſtreſs! A pretty, ical Phraſe ! 
What Motive canſt 8 Diſtreſs? 
Has not Sir Jobn Buck's Death aſſured thy For- 
tune? and art not thou·⁊ Luc. 
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Luc. By that very Means, a helpleſs, un- 
protected Orphan. | | 

Crab. Pho', pr'ythee Wench, none of thy 
romantic Cant to me. What, I know the 
Sex: The Objects of every Woman's Wiſh, 
are Property and Power. The firſt you have, 
and the ſecond you won't be long without ; 
for here's a Puppy riding Poſt to put on your 
Chains. | 

Luc. It wou'd appear Affectation not to 
underſtand you. And, to deal freely, it was 
upon that Subject I wiſh'd to engage you. 

Crab. Your Information was needleſs; I 
knew it. 

Luc. Nay, but why ſo ſevere? I did flat- 
ter myſelf that the very warm Recommenda- 
tion of your deceaſed Friend, wou'd have 
abated alittle of that Rigour. ä 

Crab. No wheedling, Lucy. Age and Con- 
tempt have long ſhut theſe Gates againſt Flat- 
tery and Diſſimulation. You have no Sex for 
me. Without Preface, ſpeak your Purpoſe. 

Luc. What then, in a Word, is your Ad- 
vice with regard to my marrying Sir Charles 

Buck ? | 

Crab. And do yau ſeriouſly want my Ad- 
vice? | 

Luc. Moſt fincerely. 

Crab. Then you are a Blockhead. Why, 
where cou'd you mend yourſelf? Is not he 
a Fool, a Fortune, and in Love ?—Look'ce, 
Gurl. [ Enter Servant] Who ſent for you, 


Sir ? 
C 2 Ser. 


not to be ſupported 
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Ser. Sir, my young Maſter's Poſt-chaiſe is 
broke down, at the Corner of the Street, by 
a Coal-cart. His Cloaths are all Dirt, and he 
ſwears like a Trooper. 

Crab. Ay! Why then carry his Chaiſe to 
the Coach-maker's, his Coat to a Scowerer's, 
and him before a Juſtice. Pr'ythee why 


doſt trouble me? I ſuppoſe you wou'd not 
meet your Gallant. | 


Luc. Do you think I ſhou'd ? 

Crab. No, retire. And if this Application 
for my Advice, is not a Copy of your Coun- 
tenance, a Maſk; if you are obedient, I may 
ſet you right. 

Luc. 1 ſhall, with Pleaſure, follow your 
Directions. Exit. 

Crab. Yes, ſo long as they correſpond with 
your own Inclination. Now we ſhall ſee 
what Paris has done for this Puppy. But 
here he comes; light as the Cork in his Heels; 


or the Feather in his Hat. 


Enter Buck, Lord John, La Loire, Bearnois 
and Macruthen. 

Buck. Not a Word, mi Lor ; jernie, it is 
after being rompu 
tout wif, disjointed by that execrable Pave, 
to be tumbled into a Kennel, by a filthy 
Charbonnier ; a dirty Retailer of. Sea-coal, 
morbleu ! 

Ld. F. An Accident that might have hap- 
pened any where, Sir Charles. | 
| Buck. And then the hideous Hootings of 
that deteſtable Canaille, that murtherous Mob, 


with 


£ 
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with the barbarous- Monſieur in the Mud, 
huzza! Ah, Pais ſauvage, barbare, inhoſ- 
pitable I ah, ah, gu'eft ce-que nous avons * Who? 

Mac. That is Maiſter Crab, your Father's 
Executor. Fi 

Buck. Ha, ha. Serviteur tr?s bumble, Mon- 
 feeur. Eh bien What! is he dumb? Mac, my 

Lor, mort de ma Vie, the veritable Jacł-Roaſt- 
beef of the French Comedy. Ha, ha, how do 
you do, Mon/ieur Fack-Roaſt-beef, ha, ha? 

Crab. Pr'ythee take a Turn or two about 
the Room. 

Buck. A Turn or two! Volontiers. Eb 
bien! Well, have you, in your Life, ſcen 
any Thing ſo, ha, ha, hey! 

Crab. Never. I hope you had not many 
Spectators of your Tumble. | 

Buck. Pourquoi ? Why ſo? 

Crab. Becauſe I wou'd not have the public 
Curioſity foreſtalled. I can't but think, in a 
Country ſo fond of ſtrange Sights, if you were 
kept up a little, you wou'd bring a great deal 
of Money. 

Buck. I don't know, my Dear, what my 
Perſon wou'd produce in this mw, but 
the Counterpartof your very groteſque Figure 
has been extremely beneficial to the Comedi- 
ans from whence I came. - N'e/t-ce pas vrai, 
mi Lor ? Ha, ha. 

Ld. F. The Reſemblance does not ſtrike 
me. Perhaps, I may ſeem ſingular ; but the 
particular Cuſtoms of particular Countries, I 


OWN, never a ed to me, as proper Objects 
of Ridicule. * Buct᷑. 
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Buck. Why fo ? 
Ld, F. Becauſe, in this Caſe, it is impoſ- 


* ible to have a Rule for your Judgment. The 


Forms and Cuſtoms which Climate, Conſti- 
tution and Goyernment have. given to one 
Kingdom, can never be tranſplanted with Ad- 
vantage to another, founded on different 
Principles. And thus, tho' the Habits and 
Manners of different Countries may be direct- 
1 oppoſite, yet, in my humble Conception, 

ey may be ſtrictly, becauſe naturally, right. 
Crab. Why there are ſome Glimmerings of 
Common-ſenſe about this young Thing. 
Harkee, Child, by what Accident did you 
ſtumble upon this Blockhead ? [7e Buck.] 
I ſuppoſe the Line of your Underſtanding is 
too ſhort to fathom the Depth of your Com- 
panion's Reaſoning. | 

Buck. My dear [gapes. | | 

Crab. I ſay, you can draw no Concluſion 
from the above Premiſes. 

Buck. Who I? Damn your Premiſes, and 
Concluſions too. But this I conclude, from 
what I have ſeen, my dear, that the French 
are the firſt People in the Univerſe; that, in the 
Arts of living, they do or ought to give Laws 


'to the whole World, and that whoſoever 


wou'd cither eat, drink, dreſs, dance, fight, 


ſing, or even ſneeze, avec Elegance, muſt 


go to Paris, to learn it. This is my Creed. 
Crab. And theſe precious Principles you are 
come here to propagate. 


Buck. C'eſt vrai, Monfieur Crab: and ** 
. | A 
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the Aid of theſe Brother Miſſionaries, I have 
no doubt of making a goon many Proſelytes. 
And now for a Detail of their Qualities. Bear- 
7012, avances. This is an Officer of my Houſe- 
hold, unknown to this Country. | 
Crab. And what may he be ?—T'I humour 
the P uUPPY- 

Buck. This is my Swiſs Porter. Tenez vous 
droit, Bearnois. There's a Fierce Figure, to 
guard the Gate of an Hotel. 

Crab. What do you ſuppoſe that we have 
no Porters ? 

Buck. Yes, you have Dunces that open 
Doors ; a Drudgery that this Fellow does by 
Deputy. But for Intrepidity in denying a 
diſagreeable Viſitor ; for Politeneſs in intro- 
ducing a Miſtreſs, Acuteneſs in diſcerning, 
and Conſtancy in excluding a Dun, a greater 
Genius never came from the Cantons. 

Crab. Aſtoniſhing Qualities! 

Buck. Retirez, Bearnois. But here's a Bi- 
jou, here's a Jewel indeed! Venez ici, mon 
cher La Loire. Comment trouvez vous ce Pa- 
ris ici? | 

La L. Tres bien. 

Buck. Very well. Civil Creature! This, 
Monſieur Crab, is my Cook La Loire, and 
for Hors d Oeuvres, Entre Rotis, Ragouts, En- 
tremets, and the Diſpoſition of a Deſert, Paris 
never ſaw his Parallel. 

Crab. His Wages, I ſuppoſe, are propor- 
tioned to his Merit. 

4 Buck. 
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Buck. A Bagatelle, a Trifle. Abroad but 
a bare Two Hundred. Upon his cheerful 
Compliance, in coming hither into Exile with 
me, I have, indeed, doubled his Stipend. 

Crab. You could do noleſs. - 

Buck. And now, Sir, to compleat my 

Equipage, regardez Monfieur La Jonguil, my 
firſt Valet de Chambre, excellent in every 
Thing: but pour PF Accommodage, for deco- 
rating the Head, inimitable. * one Word, 
La Jonguil ſhall, for fifty to five, knot, twiſt, 
tye, frieze, cut, curl, or comb with an 
Gargon Perruquier, from the Land's End, to 
the Orkneys. 
Crab. Why, what an infinite Fund of pub- 
lic Spirit muſt you have, to drain your Purſe, 
mortify your Inclination, and expoſe your 
Perſon, for the meer Improvement of your 
Country-Men ? 

Buck. Oh, I am a Roman for that. 
But at preſent, I had another Reaſon for Re- 
turning. 

Crab. Ay, what can that be ? 

Buck. Why, I find there is a Likelihood of 
ſome little Fracas, between us. But, upon 
my ſoul, we muſt be very brutal to quarrel 
with the dear, agreeable Creatures, for a 
Trifle. : 

Crab. They have your Affections then. 

Buck. De tout mon cæur. From the infi- 
nite Civility ſhewn to us, in France, and their 
friendly Profeſſions in Favour of our Country, 
they can neverintend us an Injury. 


Crab. 
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Crab. Oh, you have hit their Humour to a 
Hair. But I can have no longer Patience with 
the Puppy. Civility and Friendſhip, you Boo- 
by! Yes, their Civility, at Paris, has not left 
py a Guinea in your Pocket, nor wou'd their 

— to your Nation leave it a Foot of 


Land in the Univerſe: 

Back. Lord Jobn, this is a ſtrange old Fel- 
low. Take my Word for it, my Dear, you 
miſtake this Thing egregiouſly. But all you 
Engliſh are conſtitutionally fullen.—Novem- 
ber-Fogs, with Salt boil'd Beef, are moſt curſed. 
Recipes for Good-humout, or a quick Appre- 
henfion. Paris is the Place. Tis there Men 
laugh, love and live? Vive Amour ! Sans A- 
mour, & fans ſes Defirs, un Cur eſt bien moins 
Beureux qu'il ne penſe. 

Crab. Now wou'd not any Soul ſuppoſe that 
this yelping Hound had a real Reliſh for the 
Country he has quitted ? 


Buck. A mighty unnatural Suppoſition, tru- 
y 


Crab. Foppery and Affectation all. 
Buck. And you really think Paris a Kind 
of Purgatory, ha, my Dear ? 
Crab. To thee the moſt ſolitary Spot upon 
Earth, my Dear. —— Familiar Puppy 
Buck. Whimſical enough. But come, pour 
paſſer le Tems, let us, old Diogenes, enter into 
a little Debate. Mi Lor, and you, Macruther, 
determine the Diſpute between that Source of 
Delights, ce Paradis de Plaiſir, and this Cave 
of Care, this Scat of Scurvy and the Spleen. 
D . Mac. 
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Mac. Let us heed them weel, my Lord. 
Maiſter Crab has met with his Match. 

Buck. And firſt for the great Pleaſure of Life, 
the Pleaſure of the Table; Ah, quelle Diffe- 
rence! The Eaſe, the Wit, the Wine, the 
Badinage, the Perciſlage, the double Entendre, 
the Chanſons d boire, Oh, what delicious Mo- 
ments have I paſs'd chez Madame la Ducheſſe 
de Barbouliac. EW 

Crab. Your Miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe. 

Buck. Who I! Fi donc] How is it poſſi- 
ble for a Woman of her Rank, to have a 
Penchant for me? Hey, Mac! 

Mac. Sir Charles is too much a Man of 
Honour to blab. But, to ſay Truth, the 
whole City of Paris thought as much. 

Crab. A precious Fellow this!! 

Buck. Taiſez vous, Mac. But we loſe the 
Point in View. Now, Monſicur Crab, let me 
conduct you to what you call an Entertainment. 
And firſt, the melancholy Miſtreſs is fixed in 
her Chair, where, by the by, ſhe is condemn'd 
to do more Drudgery than a Dray- horſe. Next 
proceeds the Maſter, to marſhal the Gueſts, in 
which as much Caution is neceſſary, as at a 
Coronation, with, My Lady, fit here,” and, 
« Sir Thomas, fit there,” till the Length of 
the Ceremony, with the Length of the Grace, 
have deſtroy'd all Apprehenſions of the Meat's 
burning your Mouths. 

Mac. Bravo, bravo! Did I na' ſay Sir Charles 
was a Phænomenon ? 

Crab. Peace, Puppy. | Buck. 


3 | 


4 
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Buck. Then, in ſolemn Silence, they pro- 
ceed to demoliſh the Subſtantials, with, per- 
haps, an occaſional Interruption, of, Here's 
* to you, Friends,” Hob or Nob,” «« Your 
« Love and mine.” Pork ſucceeds to Beef, 
Pies to Puddings: The Cloth is remov'd : 
Madam, drench'd with a Bumper, drops a 
Courtſey, and departs; leaving the jovial 
Hoſt, with his ſprightly Companions, to To- 
bacco, Port, and Politics. Voild un Repas d 
la Mode d Angleterre, Monfieur Crab. 

Crab. It is a thouſand Pities that your Fa- 
ther is not a living Witneſs of theſe prodi- 
gious Improvements. | 

Buck. C'eſt vrai. But 2 propos, he is dead, 
as you ſay, and you are — 

Crab. Againſt my Inclination, his Executor. 

Buck. Peut #tre ; well, and 

Crab. Oh, my Truſt will ſoon determine. 
One Article, indeed, I am ſtrictly enjoin'd to 
ſee perform'd ; your Marriage with your old 
Acquaintance Lucinda. 

Buck. Ha, ha, la petite Lucinde ! & come 

Crab. Pry'thee, Peace, and hear me. She 
is bequeath'd conditionally, that if you refuſe 
to marry her, twenty thouſand Pounds ; and 
if ſhe rejects you, which I ſuppoſe ſhe will 
have the Wiſdom to do, only five. 

Buck. Reje me! Very probable, hey, Mac! 
But cou'd not we have an Entree? 

Crab. Who's there? Let Lucinda know we 
expect her. 


D 2 Mac. 


28 We ENGLISHMAN 


Mac. Had na'ye better, Sir Charles, equip 
ourſell in a more ſuitable Garb, upon a firſt 
ifit to your Miſtreſs ? 

Crab. Oh, ſuch a Figure and Addreſs can 

derive no Advantage from Dreſs. 

Buck. Serviteur. But, however, Mac's Hint 
may not be ſo mal d propos, Allons, Jonguil, 
je mien vais mhabiller. Mi Lor, ſhall 1 treſpaſs 
upon your Patience? My Toilette is but a 
Work of ten Minutes. Mac, diſpoſe of m 
Domeſtics d leur aſe, and then attend me wit 
my Port-feuille, and read, while I dreſs, thoſe 
Remarks I made in my laſt Voyage from Fon- 
tainebleau to Compeigne. Serviteur, Meſfieurs. 

| Car le bon Vin 
Du Matin, 
Sortant du Tonneau, 
Vaut bien mieux que 
Le Latin 
De toute la Sorbonne. Exit. 

Crab. This is the moſt conſummate Cox- 
comb! I told the Fool of a Father, what a 
Puppy Paris wou'd produce him ; but travel 
is the Word, and the Conſequence, an Impor- 
tation of every foreign Folly : And thus the 
plain Perſons and Principles of old England, 
are ſo confounded and jumbl'd with the excre- 
mentitious Growth of every Climate, that we 
have loſt all our ancient Characteriſtic, and are 
become a Bundle of Contradictions ; a Piece of 
Patch-work; a mere Harlequin's Coat. 


Ld. J. 


% 
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Ld. J. Do you ſuppoſe then, Sir, that no 
Good may be obtain'd 


Crab. Why, pry'thee, what have you gain'd? 

Ld. J. I ſhou'd be ſorry my Acquiſitions 
were to determine the Debate. But do you 
think, Sir, the Shaking- off ſome native Qua- 
lities, and the being made more ſenfible, from 
Compariſon of certain, national and conſtitu- 
tional Advantages, Objects unworthy the At- 
tention ? 

Crab. You ſhew the favourable Side, young 
Man : But how frequently are ſubſtituted for 
national Prepoſſeſſions, always harmleſs, and 
often happy, guilty and unnatural Prejudicesl-- 
Unnatural !—-For the Wretch who is weak 
and wicked enough to deſpiſe his Country, fins 
againſt the moſt laudable Law of Nature; he 
is a Traitor to the Community, where Provi- 
dence has placed him ; and ſhou'd -be deny'd 
thoſe ſocial Benefits he has render'd himſelf 
unworthy to partake. - But ſententious Lec- 
tures are ill calculated for your Time of Lite. 

Ld. J. I differ from you here, Mr. Crab. 
Principles that call for perpetual Practice, can- 
not be too ſoon receiv'd. I fincerely thank you, 
Sir, for this Communication, and ſhou'd be 
happy to have always near me ſo moral a Mo- 
nitor. 

Crab. You are indebted to France for her 


. Flattery. But I leave you with a Lady, where 
it will be better employ d. 


Enter 


30 The ENGLISHMAN 


Enter Lucinda. 

Crab. This young Man waits here, till your 
Puppy is powder'd. You may aſk him after 
your French Acquaintance. 7 know nothing 


of him; but he does not ſeem to be altogether 


ſo great a Fool as. your Fellow. Exit. 
Luc. Tm afraid, Sir, you have had but a 
diſagreeable Tee 2 Tite. 


Ld. J. Juſt the contrary, Madam. By Good- 
ſenſe, ting'd with Singularity, we are entertain- 
ed as well as improved. For a Lady, indeed, 
Mr. Crab's Manners are rather too rough. 

Luc. Not a Jot; I am familiarized to m. 
I know his Integrity, and can never be diſ- 


 oblig'd by his Sincerity. 


Ld. J. This Declaration is a little particu- 
lar, from a Lady who muſt have received her 
firſt Impteſſions in a Place remarkable for its 
Delicacy to the Fair Sex. But Good-ſenſe can 
conquer even early Habits. 

Luc. This Compliment I can lay no claim 
to. The former Part of my Life, procured me 
but very little Indulgence. The Pittance of 
Knowledge I poſſeſs, was taught me by a very 
ſevere Miſtreſs, Adverſity. But you, Sir, are 
too well acquainted with Sir Charles Buck, not 
to have known my Situation. 

Ld. J. I have heard your Story, Madam, be- 
fore I had the Honour of ſeeing you. It was 
affecting: You'll pardon the Declaration; it 
now becomes intereſting. However, it is im- 

. poſſible 
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poſſible I ſhou'd not congratulate you on the 
near Approach of the happy Cataſtrophe. 

Luc. Events that depend upon the Will of 
another, a thouſand unforeſeen Accidents may 
interrupt. 

Ld. F. Cou'd I hope, Madam, your preſent 
critical Condition wou'd acquit me of Temeri- 
ty, I ſhou'd take the Liberty to preſume, if the 
Suit of Sir Charles be rejected 


Enter Crab. 


Crab. So, Voungſter! what, I ſuppoſe, you 
are already practiſing one of your foreign Leſ- 
ſons. Perverting the Affections of a Friend's 
Miſtreſs, or debauching his Wife, are meer 
Peccadilloes, in modern Morality. But, at pre- 
ſent, you are my Care. That Way conducts 
you to your Fellow-Traveller. [Exit Ld. J.] 
I wou'd ſpeak with you in the Library. 

| Exit. 
. Luc. I ſhall attend you, Sir. Never was fo 
- unhappyan Interruption. What cou'd my Lord 
mean? But be it what it will, it ought not, 
it cannot concern me. Gratitude and Du 
demand my Compliance with the dying Wiſh 
of my Benefactor, my Friend, my Father. But 
am I then to ſacrifice all my future Peace? 
But reaſon not, raſh Girl ; Obedience is thy 
Province. | 


Tho' hard the Taſk, be it my Part to prove 
That ſometimes Duty can give Laws to Love. 


ACT 1I. 
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1 


Buck at his Toilet, attended by three Valets de 
Chambres and ;- 32S m3 


M4 C. Notwithſtanding aw his plain deal- 
ing, I doubt whether Maiſter Crab is ſo 
honeſt a Man. 
Buck. Pr'ythee, Mac, name not the Mon- 
ſter. If I may be permitted a Quotation from 
one of their paltry Poets, 
Who is Knight of the Shire r epreſents * em all. 
Did ever Mortal ſee ſuch Mirroirs, ſuch Look- 
ing-glaſs as they have here too? One might 
as well addreſs oneſelf, for Information, to 
a Bucket of Water. La Jongquil, mettez vous 
le rouge, aſſex. He bien, Mac, miſerable ! Hey | 
Mae. It's very becoming. 
Buck. Ay, it will do for this Place ; I really 
cou'd have forgiven my Father's living a Year 
or two longer, rather than be compelled to re- 
turn to this. [Enter Lord John.] 
My dear Lord, je demande mille Pardons, but 
the terrible 3 in my Chaiſe had fo gateed 
and diſordered my Hair, that it required an 
Age to adjuſt it. 
Ld. J. No Apology, Sir Charles, I have 
been entertain d very agreeably. 
Buck. Who have you had, my dear Lord, 
to entertain you? 
Ld. J. The very individual Lady that's ſoon 
to make you a happy Huſband. 


; * "0h 
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Buck. A happy who? Huſband ! What two 
very oppoſite Ideas have you confounded en- 
ſemble? In my Conſcience, I believe there's 
Contagion in the Clime, and my Lor is in- 
fected. But pray, my dear Lor, by what 
Accident have you diſcovered, that I was u 
on the Point of becoming that happy—Oh, 
un Mari! Diable? LEM 

Ld. J. The Lady's Beauty and Merit, your 

Inclinations, and your Father's Injunctlons, 
made me conjecture that. 

Buck. And can't you wagon that the Lady's 
Beauty may be pofels'd, er Merit rewarded, 
and my Inclinations gratify'd, without an ab- 

ſolute Obedience to that Fatherly Injunction ? 
ud. J. It does not occur to me. 
Buck. No, I believe not, my Lor. Thoſe 
Kind of Talents are not given to every Body. 
Donnez moi mon Manchon. And now you ſhall 
ſee me manage the Lady. 
| Enter Servant. | 

Ser. Young Squire Racket, and Sir Toby 
Tallyboe, who call themſelves your Honour's 
- old Acquaintances. | 

Buck. Oh the Brutes! By what Accident 
cou'd they diſcover my Arrival? My dear, 
dear Lor, aid me to eſcape this Embarras. 

Racket and Tallyhoe without. 
Hoic a Boy, Hoic a Boy. 
Buck. Let me dye if I do not believe the 


Hottentots have brought a whole hundred of 
- Hounds with them. But, they ſay, Forms 
E 


keep 
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keep Fools at à Diſtance. I'll receive em en 
Certmone. a 
Eater Racket and Tallyhoe: 
| Tat. Hey Boy, hoics my little Buck. 
Duc. Monſieur Ie Chevalier, votre tres 
bumble Serviteur. 

Tally. Hey. 

Buck. Monfieur Racket, Je fois horml & 
Vous univ. 

Rack. Anon what ! 
Buck. Ne m'entendez-vous : Dont you know 
Frenhb? © 
4 — — 

think. Sir Toby, ieve piſtes 
he beute ii in an F 

Tally. Bewitch d, and | one him too. 
Loet me Racket, if 1 dont think he's 
like one of the Folks we uſed to read of at 
School, in. Ovid's Metamorphis ; that they 
have turned him into a Beaſt. | 

Rack. A Beaſt! No, a Bird, you Fool. | 
 Lookee, Sir Toby, be ths Land: rrp, there 
r 
ecod and ſo they are, ha, ha. 
he came over with the 


4 Rach. Letus fn what the Devil he has pu 
2 Sir 7 
Buck. Do, dear Savage, keep your Dit 


. tance. 
4 Tah. 
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Tally. Nay, fore George, we will have a 
Scrutiny. "va 
Rack. Ay, ay, a . 
Buck. Ex Grace, La Fonguil, my Lor, 
me from theſe Pyrates. 
Ld. F. A little Compaſſion, I beg, Gentle- 
men. Conſider, Sir Charles is upon a Viſit to 
his Bride. | 8 
Tally. Bride! Zounds, he's fitter for a. 
Band- box; Racket, Hocks the Heels. 
Rack. I have 'em, Knight. Foregad he is 
the very Reverſe of a Bantam Cock: His 
Comb's on his Feet, and his Feathers on his 
Head. Who have we got here! What are 
- theſe three Fellows ; Paſtry-Cooks ? 
Enter Crab. 
Crab. And is this one of your newly ac- 
quired Accompliſhments, letting your Miſtreſs 
languiſh for a but you have Company, I fee. 
Buck. O, yes, I have been inexpreſſibl 
happy. Theſe Gentlemen are kind enoug 
to treat me, upon my Arrival, with what, I 
believe, they call in this Country, a Rout. — 
My dear Lor, if you dont favour my Flight. 
But ſee if the Toads a'n't tumbling my Toilet. 
' Ld. J. Now's your Time, ſteal off.; Ill co- 
ver your Retreat. | 
Buck. Mac, let La Jonquil follow to reſettle 
my Gleveux.— Je vous remercie mille, milie 
Fois, mon cher my Lor. 
Rack. Hola, Sir Toby, ſtole away ! 
Buck. O mon Dien. 
E 1 Talhy. 
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Tally. Pob, rot him, let him alone. Hell 
never do for our Purpoſe. You muſt know 
we intended to kick up a Riat, To-night, at 
the Play-houſe, and we wanted him of the 


Party; but that F op wou « ſwoon at the Sight 


of a Cudgel. 


LA. J. Pray, Sir, what is your Cauſe of- 
Contention ? 
Tally. Cauſe of Contention, hey, Faith, I 
know nothing of the Matter. Racket, what 
is it we are angry about? 

Rack. Angry about! Why you know we 
are to demoliſh the Dancers. 

Tally. True, true, I had forgot. Will _ 
make one ? 

Ld. F. I beg to be excuſed. 

| Rack. May hap you are a Friend to the 
French. © 

Ld. F. Not I, indeed, Sir. But, if the 
Occaſion will permit me a Pun, tho' I am far 
from being a Well-wiſher to their Arms, I 
have no Objection to the being entertained by 
their L 

Tally. Ay! Why FR if you'll come To- 
night, you'll ſplit your Sides with Laughing, 
for F'll be rot if we don't make them caper 
higher, and run faſter, than ever they have 
done fince theBattle of Blenbeim. Come along, 
"Racket. Exit. - 

Ld. J. | Wes thare.guat fark. a Contraſt ? . 

Crab. Not ſo remote as you imagine ; they 

are Scions from the ſame Stock, ſet in different 
' Soils. The firſt Shrub, you ſee, flowers moſt 


prodi- 
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prodigal ly, but matures nothing; the laſt Slip, 
tho' ey bears a little F _ z crabbed, 2 
true, but ſtill the Growth of the Clime. Come, 
you'll follow your Friend. Exit. 

Enter Lucinda, with a Servant. 

Luc. When Mr. Crab, or Sir Charles, en- 

quire for me; you will conduct them hither. 
| Exit. Serv. 

How I long for an End to this important In- 
terview Not that I have any great Expecta- 
tions from the Iſſue; but ſtill, in my Circum- 
ſtances, a State of Suſpence is, of all Situations, 
the moſt diſagreeable. But huſh, they come. 

Enter Sir Charles, Macruthen, Ld. John, 

and Crab. 

Buck. Mac, announce me. 
Mac. Madam, Sir Charles Buck craves the 
Honour of kiſſing your Hand. | 
Buck. Tres bumble Serviteur. Et comment 
ſa porte Mademoiſelle. I am raviſh'd to ſee 
thee, ma chere petite Lucinde.— Eb bien, ma 
Reine Why, you look divinely, Child. But, 
mon Infant, they have dreſs'd you moſt-diabo- 
lically. Why, what a Corffeuſe muſt you 
have, and, ab mon Dieu, a total Abſence of 
Rouge. But, perhaps, you are out. I had 
a Cargo from Deffreny the Day of my De- 
parture; ſhall I have the Honour toſupply you? 

Lut. You are obliging, Sir, but I confeſs 
myſelf a Convert to the chaſte Cuſtoms of this 
Country, and, with a commercial People, you 
know, Sir Charles, all Artifice 


Buck. 


— 
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Buck. Artifice ! Tou miſtake the Point, ma 
Chere. A proper Proportion of red, is an indiſ- 
ble Bart of your Dreſs ; and, in my pri- 
vate Opinion, a Woman might as well appear, 
in public, without Powder, or a Pettycoat. 
rab. And, in my private Opinion, a Wo- 
man who puts on the firſt, wou'd make very 


little ——Y in. pulling off the laſt. 
Buck. Oh, * Crabs Ju 


ent muſt 
be decifive in Dreſs. Well, and what Amuſe- 
ments, what 8 what Parties, what 
Contrivances, to conquer Father Time, that 
Foe to the Fair? I fancy one muſt ennuier con- 
federablement in your London here. 

Luc. Oh, we are in no Diſtreſs for Diver- 
fions. We have an Opera. 

Buck. Tralien, I * pitoiable, ſhock- 
ing, aſſommant ! Oh, there is no * 
their 5, Bi, bi, hi. Ab mon Dieu! Ab, c 
brillant Soleil, 

3 pereil ? 
| A-t-on jamais ven ton 
There's Mufic and Melody. 

Luc. What a Fop! ſe 
uck, But proceed, ma Princeſſe. 
2 Oh, then we have Plays. 
Buck. That I deny, Child. 

Tuc. No Plays! 

Buck. No. - 
Luc. The Aﬀertion is a little whimfical. 
Buck. Ay, that may be; you have here 
tion, and ridiculous in their W 4 
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Tuc. Sir, Ion myſelf unequal to the Con- 
troverſy ; but, ſurely, —_— Lord, 


this Subje& calls you for its Defence. 
Crab. I know Cam. what Fountain this 
Fool has drawn his Remarks; the Author of 
the Chineſe,Orphan, in the Preface to which 
Mr. Voltaire calls the principal Works of 
—_— monſtrous Farces. 
J. Mr. Craò is right, Madam. Mr. 
Voltaire has ſtigmatized with a very unjuſt and 
a very invidious Appellation the principal 
Works of that great Maſter of the Pafions ; 
and his apparent Motive renders him the more 
inexcuſable. 

Luc. What cou'd it be, my Lord? 

Ld. F. The preventing his Countrymen 
from becoming acquainted with our Author; 
that he might be at Liberty to pilfer from him, 
with the greater Security. 

Lac. Ungenerous, indeed! 

Buck. Palpable Defamation. 
Luc. And as to the Exhibition, I have been 
taught to believe, that for a natural Pathetic, 
and a ſpirited Expreſſion, no People upon 
Earth | 
Buck. You are impos'd upon, Child ; the 
Lequeſne, the Lanoue, the Grandval, the Du- 
menil, the Gauſſen, what Dignity, what Action! 
But, à propos, I have myſelf wrote a Tragedy 
in French. | 
Luc. Indeed] 
Buck. En Yerite, upon Yoltaire's Plan. 

; Crab. 
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Crab. n 
Work. 


Buck. It is now in Repetition at the French 


Comedy. Grandval and La Gauſſen perform 
the principal Parts. Oh, what an Eclat/ What 
a Burſt will it make in the Parterre, when the 
King of Ananaſiaboe refuſes the Perſon of the 
Princeſs of Cochimeal! ! 


Luc. Do you remember the P * 


Buck. Entire; and 1 believe I can convey it 
in their manner. 


Luc. That will be delightful. 
Buck.” And firſt the King. 


Ma chere Princeſſe, je vous aime, eſt vrai; 
De ma Femme vous portez les charmante 
Altraits. 

Mais ce n'eft pas bonne te pour un Homme, 

tel que mai, 
De tromper ma Femme, ou FA ſe 
Foi. 

Luc. Inimitable! 
| Buck. Now the Princeſs; ſhe is, as you 
may ſuppoſe, in extreme Diſtreſs. 
Luc. No doubt. 


Buck. Mon grand Roy, mon Cher adorable, 

Ayes 2 de moi; je ſuis inconſolable. 

| [Then he turns his Back upon her, at which, 
ſhe in a Fury,] 

Monſftre, ingrat, affreux, berrible, # 

Ob gue je vous aime, ab que Je vous 2 7 


[Ther 
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I he, 

Penſez vous, Madame, d me donner la Loi, 
Votre Haine, vitre Amour, font les mlmes 
+ ©  Chboſes d mos. 

Luc. Bravo ! 
Ld. 


J. Bravo, bravo! 6. 

Buck. Ay, there's Paſſion Ha ""_ oetry, and 
Reaſon and Rhime. Oh how I deteſt Blood, 
and blank Verſe! There is ſomething fo ſoft, 
ſo muſical, and ſo natural in the rich Rhimes 
of the Theatre Fr angors ! 

Ld. J. I did not know Sir Charles was fo 
totally devoted to the Belles Lettres. 

Buck. Oh, entirely. "Tis the Ton, the 
Taſte, I am every Night at the Caf? * Pro- 
cope, and had not I had the Misfortune to be 
born in this curſt Country, I make no Doubt 
but you wou'd have ſeen my Name among 
the foremoſt of the French Academy. | 

Crab. I ſhould think you might eaſily get 
over that Difficulty, if you will be but fo 
obliging, as publicly to renounce us. I dare 
engage not one of your Countrymen ſhall 
contradict, or claim you. 

Buck. No!—Impoffible. From the Barba- 
rity of my Education, I muſt ever be taken 
for un Anglois. 

Crab, Never. 

Buck. En Verit? 

Crab. En Verité. 

Buck. You flatter me. 


A Coffce-houle, oppoſite the French Com:dy, where the 
W F Grab 
rab. 
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Crab. But common Juſtice, | 
Mac. Nay, Maiſter Crab is in the Right, 
for I have often heard the French themſelves 
ſay, Is it poſſible that Gentleman can be 
Britiſh ? 

Buck. Obliging Creatures ! And you all 
concur with them. 

Crab. Entirely. 

Tur. Entirely. 

Ld. 7. Entirely. 

Buck. How happy you make me 
Crab. Egregious Poppy! But we loſe Time. 
A Truce to this Trumpery. You have read 
your Father's Will? | 
Buck. No; I read no Enghſh. When Mac 
has turn'd it into French, I may run over the 
Items, ; 

Crab. I have told you the Part that con- 
cerns the Girl. And as your Declaration up- 
on it will di me, I leave you to what 
13 call an Eclairciſſement. Come, my 
1 Nay, but Monſieur Crab, my Lor, 


- Crab. Along with us. Ex. 
| Buck. A comfortable Scrape Iamin ! What 


the Deuce am I to do, in the Language of the 
Place? I am to make Love, I ſuppoſe. A 
pretty Employment! M4 | 
Tuc. I fancy my Hero is a little puzzled 
with his Part. But, now for it. 

_ Buck. A queer Creature, that Crab, ma Pe- 
tie. But, d propos, How d'you like my Lord? 
Luc. He ſeems to have good Senſe and 
good Breeding. Buck. 
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Buck. Pas _ . But don't you think he 
has ſomefhing of a foreign Kind of Air about 
him ? | 

Euc, Foreign | 
Buck. Ay, ſomething ſo Engliſſʒ in his 
Manner. | 

Luc. Foreign, and Engh/b ! J don't com- 
prehend you. 

Buck. Why that is, he has not the Eaſe, 
the Je ne ſcai quoi, the bon Ton—In a Word, 
he does not reſemble me now. 3 

Luc. Not in the leaſt. 7 

Buck. Ah, I thought ſo. He is to be pi- 
ty'd, poor Devil, he can't help it. But, entre 
nous, ma Chere, the Fellow has a Fortune. 

Luc. How does that concern me, Sir 
Charles ? 

Buck. Why, je penſe, ma Reine, that your 
Eyes have done Execution there. 

Luc. My Eyes Execution | 

Buck. Ay, Child, is there any thing fo ex- 

in that ? Ma for, I thought by the 
Vivacity of his Praiſe, that he had already 
ſummon'd the Garriſon to ſurrender. 
Luc. To carrry on the Alluſion, I believe 
my Lord is too good a Commander, to com- 
mence a fruitleſs Siege. He cou'd not but 
know the Condition of the Town. 

Buck. Condition! Explain, ma Chere. 

Luc. I was in Hopes, your Interview with 
Mr. Crab had made that unneceſſary. 

Buck. Oh, ay, I do recolle& ſomething of 
a ridiculous Article about Marriage, in a Will. 
F 2 But 


. — * 
—— ͤ — . —— — 


. 
« 


- 


the 
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But what a Plot 


inſt the Peace of two poor 
People ! Well, the Malice of ſome Men is 
amazing ! Not contented with doing all the 
Miſchief they can in their Life, they are for 
intailing their Malevolence like their Eſtates 
to lateſt Poſterity. 

Luc. Your Contempt of me, Sir Charles, I 
receive as a Compliment. But the infinite 
2 tions I owe to the Man, who had the 
ortune to call you Son, compel me to 
ok, that in my Preſence, at leaſt, no Indig- 
2 offered to his Memory. 

&. 


Hey day! What, in heroics, me 
Keine / 


Luc. Ungrateful, unfilial Wretch ! ſo ſoon 
to trample on his Aſhes, whoſe fond Heart, 
greateſt Load of his laſt Hour were his 
Fears for thy future Welfare. 


Fn Ma foi, elle eft Folle, ſhe is mad, ſans 
e 


Luc. But I am to blame. Can he who 
breaks through one ſacred Relation regard 
another? Can the Monſter who is corrupt 
enough to contemn the Place of his Birth, re- 


verence thoſe who gave him Being ?—Impoſ- 
fible. 


Buck. Ah, a pretty Monologue, an. 


liloquy this, Child. 


You have already been kind enough to 
refuſe me. „ is wanting but a formal 


Luc. Contemptible. But I am cool. 


Buck, 1 am mighty glad of it. Now we 
ſhall underſtand one another, I ho « 


PE. 
Luc. We do underſtand one another. 


Rejec- 
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Rejection under your Hand, and ſo concludes | 
our Acquaintance. 
Buck. Vous allez trop vite, you are too quick, 
ma chere. If I recollect, the Conſequence 
of this Rejection is m ou twen 
thouſand Pounds. „ 7 
Luc. True. 
Buck. Now that have not I the leaſt Incli- 
nation to do. 
Luc. No, Sir? Why you own that Mar- 
riage— . 
Buck. Is my Averfion. I'll give you that 

under my Hand, if -u_ but I have a 
prodigious Love for the : 

Luz. Oh, we'll ſoon ſettle that Diſpute ; | 
the Law— 

Buck. But, hold, ma Reine. I don't find 
that my provident Father has preciſely deter- 
mined the Time of this comfortable Conjunc- 
tion. So, tho' I am condemned, the Day of 
Execution is not fixed. 

Tuc. Sir! | 

Buck. I ſay, my Soul, there goes no more 
to your dying a Maid, than my living a Bat- 
chelor. 

Luc. O, Sir, I ſhall find a Remedy. 

Buck. But now ſuppoſe, ma Belle, I have 
found one to your Hand ? 
Luc. As how ? Name one. 
Buck. I'll name two. And firſt, nds. 
fant ; tho' I have an irreſiſtable Antipathy to 
the conjugal Knot, yet I am by no means 
blind to your perſonal Charms; ia the Poſ- 
ſeſſion of which, if you pleaſe to place me, 


not 
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not rg the aforeſaid twenty thouſand 
Pounds, but the whole Terre of your devoted 
ſhall fall at your 

Luc. Grant me Patience. 

Buck. Indeed you want it, my Dear. But 
if you flounce, I fly. | 

Luc. Quick, Sir, your other. For this is 
- Buck. I grant, not quite fo faſhionable as 
my other. It is then, in a Word, that you 
would let this lubberly Lord make you a = 
dy, and appoint me his Aſſiſtant, his private 
Friend, his Cz{/be:. And as we are to be 
joint Partakers of your Perſon, let us be equal 
Sharers in your Fortune, ma Belle. 

Luc. Thou mean, abject, mercenary Thing. 
Thy Miſtreſs! Gracious Heaven! Univerſal 
Empire ſhou'd not bribe me to be thy Bride. 
what Apology, what Excuſe cou'd a Wo- 
: — the lu teaſs or Spirit make, for ſo 

unnatural a Connection 
Buck. Fort-bien ! 
Luc. Where are thy Attractions? Canſt 
thou be weak enough to ſu thy frippery 
Dreſs, thy Affectation, thy Grimace, cou d in- 
fluence beyond the Borders of a Brothel? 
Buck. Tres bien! 
Tuc. And what are thy Improvements ? 
Thy Air is a Copy from thy Barber : For thy 
Dreſs, thou art indebted to thy Taylor. Thou 
haſt loſt thy native Language, and brought 
home none in Exchange for it. 

Buck. Extrimement bien] 


Luc. 
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Tuc. Had not thy Vanity fo ſoon expoſed - 
thy Villainy, I might, in reverence to that 
Name, to which thou art a Diſgrace, have 
taken a wretched Chance with thee for Life. 

Buck. 1 am obliged to you for that. And a 
pretty pacific Partner I ſhou'd have had. Why, 

ook'ee, Child, you have been, to be ſure, very 
eloquent, and upon the whole, not unenter- 
taining : Tho' by the by, you have forgot, in 
your Catalogue, one of my foreign Acquiſi- 
tions; ceſt-a-dire, that I can, with a moſt in- 
trepid Sang froid, without a ſingle Emotion, 
„ all this Storm of female Fury. But, 
eu, ma Belle. And when a cool Hour of 
Reflection has made you ſenſible of the Pro- 
priety of my Propoſals, I ſhall expe& the Ho- 
nour of a Card. | 

Luc. Be gone for ever. 

Buck. Pour jamais ! Foregad, ſhe would 
make an admirable Actrice. If I once get her 
to Paris, ſhe ſhall play a Part in my Piece. 

| Exit. 

Luc. I am aſham' d, this Thing has had the 
Power to move me thus. Who waits there ? 
Deſire Mr. Crab 

| Enter Lord John and Crab. 

Ld. F. We have been unwillingly, Madam, 
filent Witneſſes to this ſhameful Scene. I bluſh 
that a Creature, who wears the outward Mark 
of Humanity, ſhou'd be in his Morals ſo much 
below — | 
Crab. Pry'thee why didſt thou not call thy 
Maids, and toſs the Booby in a 2 5 | 


» 


— 
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- Ld. J. If I might be permitted, Madam, to 
conclude what I intended ſaying, when inter- 
rupted by Mr. Crab— 

Tuc. My Lord, don't think me guilty of 
Affectation. I believe, I gueſs at your generous 
Defign ; but my Temper is really fo ruffled, 
beſides I am meditating a Piece of female Re- 
venge on this Coxcomb. 

2 Ae wg <- can I aſſiſt? 

uc. Only eſirin Maid to 
bither the Tea. My La, 1 am Sede 
at the Liberty, but — 

Ld. J. No Apology. You honour me, Ma- 
dam. Exit. 

Crab. And pry thee, Wench, what is thy 


i S 


Luc. Oh, a very harmleſs one, 1 promiſe 

you. 
Crab. Zounds, 1 _ ſorry for it. I Jong 
uniſh'd, methinks. 


to ſee the Pup 
les, 1 * can t be yet got 


Luc. Sir 6 
out of the Houſe. i you — to ſtep 
hither ? 

Crab. I'll bring _:...- 

Luc. No, 1 Wich to have him TT | 

Crab. Why chen I'll ſend him. Exit. 

Enter Lettice. 

boy Place theſe Things on the Table, a 

Chair on each Side: Very well. Do you keep 


within Call. But bark, he is here. Leave me, 


Lettice. 
2 | Exit Lettice, 
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Enter Buck. 

Buck. So, ſo, I thought ſhe wou'd come 

to; but, I confeſs, not altogether ſo ſoon. Eh 
bien, ma Belle, ſee me ready to receive your 
Commands. 
Luc. Pray be ſeated, Sir Charles. I am 
afraid the natural Warmth of my Temper 
might have hurry'd me into ſome Expreſſions, 
not altogether ſo ſuitable. 

Buck. Ah, Bagatelle. Name it not. 

Luc. Voulez-vous du The, Monſieur ? 

Buck® Muntiert. This Tea is a pretty, 
innocent Rind of Beverage; I wonder the 
French don't take it. I have ſome Thoughts 
of giving it a Faſhion next Winter. 

uc. That will be very obligiag. It is of 
extreme Service to the Ladies this Side the 
Water, you know. 

Buck. True, it promotes Parties, and infu- 
ſes a Kind of Spirit into Converſation, that— 

Luc. En voulez-vous encore ? 

Buck, Je vous rends mille Graces —But 
what has occaſioned me, ma Reine, the Ho- 
nour of your Meſſage by Mr. Crab? 

Luc. The Favours 1 have received from 
your Family, Sir Charles, I thought, demand- 
ed from me, at my quitting your Houſe, a 
more decent, and ceremonious Adieu, than 
our laſt Interview wou'd admit of. 

Buck. Is that all, ma Cbere? I thought 
your flinty Heart had, at laſt, relented. Well, 
nd Reine, Adieu. 

Luc. Can you then leave me? 


Buck. The Fates will have it ſo. 
G Luc. 
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Luc. Go then; perfidious Traytor, be gone; 
I have this Conſolation however, that if I cannot 
legally poſſeſs you, no other Woman ſhall. 

Buck. Hey, how, what ? 

Luc. And tho' the Pleaſure of living with 
you is deny'd me, in our Deaths, at leaſt, we 
ſhall ſoon be united. | 

Buck. Soon be united in Death? When, 
Child ? 

Luc. Within this Hour. 

Buck. Which Way? 

Luc. The fatal Draught's already at my 
Heart. I feel it here; it runs thro' eve 
Pore. Pangs, Pangs, unutterable ! The Tea 
we drank, urg'd by Deſpair and Love—Oh'! 

Buck. Well! 

Luc. I poiſon'd. 

Buck. The Devil! 

Luc. And as my generous Heart wou'd have 
ſhar'd all with you, I gave you half. 

Buck. Oh, curſe your Generofity |! 

Luc. Indulge me in the cold Comfort of a 
laſt Embrace. | 

Buck, Embrace ! O confound you! But it 
may'nt be too late. Macrutben, Fonguil, 
Phyſicians, Apothecaries, Oil and Antidotes. 
Oh! Te meurs, Je meurs. Ah, la Diableſle ! 
nter Lord John and Crab. Exit. 

Crab, A brave Wench. I cou'd kiſs thee 
for this Contrivance. 

Ld. F. He really deſerves it all. 

Crab. Deſerves it! Hang him. But the 
ſenſible Reſentment of this Girl has almoſt 


reconciled 
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reconciled me to the World again. But ſtay, 

= us ſee Cant we _ a 8 uſe of the 
uppy's Puniſhment ? I ſuppoſe, we may ve 

e depend on your Contem pt of him? s 
Luc. Moſt ſecurely. 

Crab. And this young Thing here, has been 
breathing Paſſions and Proteſtations. But I'll 
take care, my Girl ſha'nt go a Beggar to any 
Man's Bed. We muſt have this twenty thou- 
ſand Pound, Lucy. 

Ld. F. I regard it not. Let me be happy, 
and let him be 

Crab. Pſha, don't ſcorch me with thy Flames. 
Reſerve your Raptures; or, if they muſt have 
Vent, retire into that Room, whilſt I go plague 
the Puppy. 

Enter Buck, Macruthen, Jonquil, Bearnois, 
La Loire, Phyſician, Surgeon. Buck in 
a Cap and Night Gown. 

Surg. This copious Phlebotomy will abate 
the Mats and ifthe fix Bliſters on your 
Head and Rack riſe, why there may be Hopes. 

Buck. Cold Comfort. I burn, I burn, I 
burn—Ah, there's a Shoot. And now, again, 
I freeze. 

Mac. Ay, they are aw Symptoms of a 
ſtrong Poyſon. 8 

Buck. Oh, I am on the Rack. 

Mac. Oh, if it be got to the Vitals, a Fig 
for aw Antidotes. 

Enter Crab. 

Crab. Whereis this miſerable Devil? What's 
he alive ſtill ? 

Mac. In gude Troth, and that's aw. 

G 2 Buck, 
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= Oh! . WE 
Crab. So, you have made a pre iece 
Work on't, . Man! * 

Buck. O what cou'd provoke me to return 
from Paris ? 

Crab. Had you never been there, this cou'd 
not have happened. 

Enter Racket and Tallyhoe. 

Rack. Where is he?—He's a dead Man, 
his Eyes are fix'd already. 

Buck. Oh! 

Tally. Who poiſon'd him, Racket ? 

Rack. Gad I don't know. His French Cook, 
I reckon. 

Crab. Were there a Poſſibility of thy Refor- 
mation, I have yet a Secret to reſtore thee. 

Buck. Oh give it, give it. 

Crab. Not ſo faſt. It muſt be on good Con- 
ditions. 

Buck. Name 'em. Take my Eſtate, my— 
ſave but my Life, take all. 

Crab. Firſt then renounce thy Right to that 
Lady, whoſe juſt Reſentment has drawn this 
Puniſhment upon thee ; and, in which ſhe is 
an unhappy Partaker. 

Buck. 1 renounce her from my Soul. 

Crab. To this Declaration you are Wit- 
neſſes. Next, your tawdry Trappings, your 
foreign Foppery, your Waſhes, Paints, Po- 
mades, muſt blaze before your Door. 

Buck. What, all? 

Crab. All; not a Rag ſhall be reſerv'd. The 
Execution of this Part of your Sentence ſhall 
be afſign'd to your old Friends here. 


Buck. 
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Buck. Well, take em. 

Tally. Huzzah, come Ractet, let's rummage. 

Crab. And, laſtly, I'll have theſe exotic At- 

tendants, theſe Inſtruments of your Luxury, 

theſe Pandars to your Pride, pack'd in the firſt 
Cart, and ſent poſt to the Place from whence 

they came. 

Buck. Spare me but La Jonquil. 

Crab. Not an Inſtant. The Importation 
of theſe Puppies makes a Part of the Politics 
of your old Friends, the French ; unable to 
reſiſt you, whilſt you retain your ancient 
Roughneſs, they have Recourſe to theſe Mi- 
nions, who would firſt, by unmanly Means, 
ſap and ſoften all your native Spirit, and then 
deliver you an eaſy Prey to their Employers. 

Buck. Since then it muſt be fo, adieu La 

onquil. Exeunt. 
7 Crab. And now to the Remedy. Come 
forth, Lucinda. 
Enter Lucinda and Lord ſohn. 
Buck. Hey, why did not ſhe ſwallow the 
Poiſon ? 


R 1 No; nor you neither, you Block- 
Buck. Why, did not I leave you in Pangs? 
Luc. Ay, put on. The Tea was innocent, 

upon my Honour, Sir Charles. But you al- 

low me to be an excellent Actrice. 
Enter Racket and Tallyboe. 
Buck, Oh, curſe your Talents ! 
Crab. This Fellow's public Renunciation, 
has put your Perſon and Fortune in your own 
3 Power: 


Power: And if you were ſincere in De- 
_ of being direted by me, 2+ wn it 
k . 
Tuc. As a Proof of my Sincerity, my Lord, 

receive it. 

Ld. 7. With more Tranſport, than Sir 
Charles the News of his Safety. 

Luc. to Buck, You are not, at preſent, 
in a Condition to take Poſſeſſion of your Poſt. 

Buck. What? 

Luc. Oh, you recollect; my Lord's private 
Friend; his Aſſiſtant you know. 

Buck. Oh, oh! 
Mac. But, Sir Charles, as I find the Affair 
of the Poiſon was but a Joke, had na'ye better 
withdraw, and tack off your Bliſters ? 

Crab. No, let em ſtick. He wants em. 

And now concludes my Care. But before we 
cloſe the Scene, receive, young Man, this laſt 
Advice from the old Friend of your Father : 
As it is your Happineſs to be born a Briton, 
let it be your Boaſt; know that the Bleſſings 
of Liberty are your Birth-right, which while 
you preſerve, other Nations may envy or fear, 
but can never conquer or contemn you. Be- 
lieve, that French Faſhions are as ill ſuited to 
the Genius, as their Politics are pernicious to 
the Peace of your native Land. 


A Convert to theſe ſacred Truths, you'll find 


That Poiſon for your Puniſhment deſign'd 
Will prove a wholeſome Medicine to your Mind. 


fe? 
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PLAYS. 


By David Garrick, Eſq, 


I. ETHE, a Dramatic Satire, in 2 Acts. 
2. Lying Valet, a Comedy, in 2 Acts. 


By Samver Foort, Eſq; 

1. Engliſhman in Paris, in 2 Acts. 

2. — Returned from Paris, in 2 Acts. 
3. The Knights, in 2 Acts. 

4. Mayor of Garrat, in 2 Acts. 

5. The Commiſſary, a Comedy, in 3 Acts. 


By Ax rnux MuznPhy, Eſq; 
1. The Apprentice, a Farce, in 2 Ass. 
2. The Upholſterer, in 2 AQts. 
3- The Orphan of China, a Tragedy, in 5 AQs. 


4. The Way to Keep Him, a Comedy, in 5 Acts. 
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PREFACE. 


S this is the laft Opportunity I ſhall 
baue of addreſſing the Public this 
V. ear, I think it my Duty to return them 
my warmeſt Acknowledgments for their 
favourable Reception of the following 
little Piece. 

The three principal Characters I met 
with in a Summer's Expedition; they are 
neither vamp'd from antiquated Plays, 
pilfer d from French Farces, nor the 
Saſelgſs Beings of the Poets Brain. 1 
have given them in their plain natural 
Habit; they wanted no dramatic Finiſh- 
ing; nor can I claim any other Merit 
than grouping them together, and throw- 
ing them into Action. The Juſtice done 
.Y | them 
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them there by the Per formers, has been 
too flrongly diſtinguiſb d by the Town, to 
render any thing from me neceſſary : 1 
could only wiſh that the Managers of 
the Theatres would employ Mr. Caſtallo, 
whoſe peculiar Naivete, and ſtrict Pro- 
priety, would greatly become many Cha- 
raters on our Stage. 


es een 


Written and ſpoke by Mr. Foor k. 


2 PPY my Muſe, had ſbe firſt turn' d ber Art, 

From Humonr's dangerous Path, to touch the 
i Heart. 

They, who in all the Bluſter of Blank Ver ſe, 

The mournſul Tales of Love, and War, rehearſe ; 

Are ſure the Critics C:nſure to eſcape, 

You hiſs not Heroes now, -=_ only gape. 

Nor, (Strangers quite to Heroes, Kings, and Queens,) 

Dare you jnirude, your Judgment, on their Scenes. 

A different Lot the Comic Muſe attends, 

She is oblig*d, to treat you with your Friends ; 

Muſt fearch the Court, the Ferum, and the City ; 

Mark out the Dull, the Gallant and the Witty, 

Touth's wild Prefuſian, ib Avarice of Age; 

Nay, bring the Pit itſelf, upon the Stage 

Firſt to the Bar, fbe turns ber various ace 3 

Hem, my Lord, I am Council in this Caſe, 


And th be, your Lordſhip ſhould think Jo, 


There, whilſt the griping Sire, with mopeing ""R 
Defrauds the World, bimſelf, i enrich bis Heir, 
The pious Bey, bis Father's Toil rewarding, 

For Thouſands throws a Main at Covent-Garden. 
Theſe are the Portraits we're oblig'd to ſhow ; 

You all are Judges if they're like or no: 

Here ſbould we fail, ſome other Shape we'll try, 
Ard grace our future Scenes, with Novelty. 


* 
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bave a Plan to treat you with Burletta, 

That cannot m;ſ- your Taſte, Mia Spilletta. 

But ſoould the following Piece your Mirth excite, 
From Nature's Volume, well perfiſt to write. 
Your partial Favour, bad us firſt proceed; 

Then ſpare ib" Offender, fince you urg*d the Deed. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Mr. Foote. 


Hartop 

Sir Gregory Gazette — Mr. Yates. 

Jenkins — — Mr. Blattes. 
Tim! —— Mr. Caflalle. 
Robin — Mr. Chugh. 
Jenny — Miſs M:nors. 


Miſs Penelope Trifle — Mrs. Croſs. 
Mifs Sucky Trike ——— Miſs Ali. 


THE 


THE KNIGHTS. 


SST 1 


SCENE, 4 Room. 
HAR Tor and JENKINS diſtoverd. 


JenxIns. 


= Should not chuſe to marry into ſuch 
42 Family. | 

Har. Choice, Dear Dick, is very 
little concern'd in the Matter: And 
to convince you that Loye is not the Miniſter 
of my Counſels, know, that I never ſaw but 
once the Object of my preſent Purpoſe ; and 
that too at a Time, and in a Circumſtance, 
not very likely to ſtamp a favourable Impreſ- 
ſion. What think you of a raw Boarding- 
School Girl at Lincoln Minſter, with a Mind 


unpoliſh'd, a Figure uninform'd, and a Set of 
Features tainted with the Colours of her un- 


* Fenk. 


wholclome Food? 
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Jenk. No very engaging — indeed, 
Hartop. 

Har. Your Thoughts now-were mine then: 
But ſome Connections I have ſince had with 
her Father, have given Birth to my preſent 
Deſign upon her : You are no Stranger to the 
Situation of my Circumſtances : My Neigh- 
bourhood to Sir Penurious Trifle, was a ſuf- 
ficient Motive for his advancing what Moncy 
I wanted by way of Mortgage: The hard 
Terms he imposd upon me, and the little 
Regard [I have paid to Occonomy, has made 
it neccſlary for me to attempt by ſome Scheme 
the Re-eftabliſhment of my Fortune. This 
young Lady's Simplicity, not to call it Igno- 
rance, preſented her at once as a proper Sub- 
ject for my Purpoſe. 

Fenk. Succeſs to you, Fack, with all my 
Soul! A Fellow of your Spirit and Vivacity, 
Mankind ought to — rt for the Sake of 
themſelves. For — — Seneca and the 
other moral Writers may have ſuggeſted in 
Contempt of Riches, it is plain their Mazims 
were not calculated for the World as it now 
ſtands: In Days of Yore, indeed, when Vir- 
tae was call'd Wiſdom, and Vice, Folly, ſuch 
Principles might have been encourag d; but 
as the preſent Sudjects of our Enquiry won 
not what a Man is, but what he has; as 
be Rich, is ro be wiſe and virtuous, and - 
be Poor, ignorant and vicious, I heartily ap- 
plaud your Plan! 

Har. 
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Har. Your Obſervation is but too juſt. 
And is it not, Dzck, a little unaccountable 
that we who condeſcend fo ſervilely to copy 
the Follics and Fopperies of our polite Neigh- 
bours, ſhould be ſo totally averſe to an Imi- 
ration of their Virtues? In France, has he 
Wealth? is an Interrogation never put till 
they are diſappointed in their Inquires after 
the Birth and Wiſdom of a faſhionable Fel- 
low: But here, How much a Vea Two 
Thouſand.— The Devil! In what County: 
Berkftire. Indeed? God bleſs us! A happy 
Dog! How the duce come I to be intercſtcd 
in a Man's Fortune, unleſs I am his Steward 
or his Taylor : Indecd Knowledge and Ge- 
nius are worth examining into; by thoſe my 
Underſtanding may be improv'd, or my Ima- 
gination gratify d; but why ſuch a Man” s be- 
ing able to eat Ortolans, fin drink French 
Wine, is to recommend him 1 my Eſteem, 


is what I can t teadily con 
Fend. 'This'Com * may Faith Juſtice be 
made of all Hittertaes: The Aeon Side 


is ever the Object imitated. Bur a Truce to 
moralizing, and to our Buſineſs. Prithee, in 
the firſt P ce how can you gain Admittance 
to your Miftreſs? And in the ſecond, is the 
Git independent of her Father ? His Con- 


ſent, I luppoſe, you have no Thought of ob- 
taining. 
ropoſals concerning 


Har. Some farther P 
my Eſtate 3 ſuch as an Incteaſe of the Mort- 


B 2 Sage, 
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gage, Or an abſolute Sale, is a ſufficient Pre- 
tence for a Viſit: And as to the Caſh, Twenty 
to my Knowledge 3 independent too, you 
Rogue! And beſides, an only Child, you 
know: And then, when Things are done, 
they can't be undone— And 'tis well it's no 
worſe— and a Hundred ſuch pretty Proverbs; 
will, it's great Odds, reconcile the old Fel- 
low at laſt. Beſides, my Papa in poſſe, has a 
Foible, which, if I condeſcend to humour, 
I have his Soul, my Dear. 
| Fenk. Prithee, now you are in Spirits, 
give me a, Portrait, of Sir Penurious ; tho! 
he is, wy Neighbour, yet is he ſo domeſlic an 
Animal, that 1 know; no more of him than 
the common Country Conycrſation ; that he 
18 yg waty, "Aba DS 
ar. The very r Penury ! Sir 
Jobn Gar, wth. his ee Stock- 
ings, was but à Type of him. For inſtance, 
the Barber had the Growth pf his and bis 
Daughteris Head once a Year, for ſhaving the 
Knight once a Fortnight; N are made 
with Leather of 2 of his Grand- 
father s baile in the Y ear, Ones his Malc- 
Servant is ootman, Groom, er, Cogch- 
man, and Taylor ; ; Groom <mploys her lei- 
ſure Hours in Plain - Work for the Neighbours, 
which, Sir Penuriaus takes care, as her La- 
bour is for his molument, ſhall be as many 


as poſlible, by jgining with his Daughter in 
ee Rooms, * the Beds, Os: 


& gu be ma 
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thus much for his moral Character. Then 
as to his intellectual, he is a mere Charte 
Blanche; the laſt Man he is with muſt afford 
him Matter for the next he goes to; but a Stor 
is his Idol, throw him in that, and he ſwal- 
lows it; no matter what, raw or roaſted, 
ſavoury or inſipid, down it goes, and up 
again to the firſt Perſon he meets: It is upon 
this Baſis I found my Favour with the Knight, 
having acquir'd Patience enough to hear his 
Stories, and equip d myſelf with a Quantity 
ſufficient to furniſh him; his Manner is in- 
deed peculiar, and for once or twice enter- 
raining enough. T'll give you a Specimen — 
Is not that an Equipage,? 

Fenk. Hey | Yes, faith, and the Owner, 
an Acquaintance of mine : Sir Gregory Ga- 
Sette, by Jupiter] and his Son Tom with 
him. Now I can match your Knight. He 
muſt come this way to the Parlour. We'll 


have a Scenes but take your Cue; he is a 
Country Politician. 


Sir Gregory entering, and Waiter. 

Sir Greg. What, neither the Glouceſter 
Journal, nor the Worceſter Courant, nor the 
Northampton Mercury, nor the Cheſter ? 
Mr. Jenkins, I am your humble Servant: A 
ſtrange Town this, Mr. Jenkins, no News 
ſtirring, no Papers taken in! Is that Gengle- 
man a Stranger, Mr. Jenkins ? Pray, Sir, not 
to be too bold, you don't come from London? 


Har. 
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Har. But laſt Night. 

Sir Greg. Lack- a day! That's Wonderful! 
Mr. Jenkins, introduce me. 

Fenk. Mr. Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 
Sir Greg. Sir, I am proud to— Well, Sir, 
and what News? You come from—Pray, Sir, 
are you a Parliament Man? 

Har. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Good lack! May be belong to 
the Law, 


Her. Nor that. 

Sir Greg. Oh, then in ſome of the Offices; 
the Treaſury or the Exchequer. - 

Har. Neither, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day ! That's wonderful! 
Well, but Mr.— Pray what Name did Mr. 
Fenkins, ah! ah. 

Har. Hart 


Sir Grag. 7, true! What, not 0 the 
Hartops of Boj on. | 

Har. No. | 

Sir Greg. May be not. There is, Mr. 


Hartop, one Thing that I cavy you London- 
ers in much of News Papers! Now, 
I reckon, you read a Matter of cight Sheets 
every Day. 

Har. Not one. 

Hir Greg. Wonderful! Then, may be, you 
are about Court; and fo being at the Foun- 
tain Hcad; know what is in the 2 8 


they are printed. 


o 
— — 


Har. 
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Har. I never trouble my Head about them. 
An old Fool! 
Sir Greg. Good Lord! Your Friend, Mr. 
Jenkins, is very cloſe. 
Fenk. Why, Sir Gregory, Mr. Hartop is 
much in the Secrets above; and it becomes a 
Man ſo truſted to be wary, you know. 
Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo. Won- 
derful! Ay, ay, a great Man, no doubt. 
Fenk. But Ill give him a better Inſight inte 
your Character, and that will induce him to 
—_ off his E, F | . 
ir Greg. May be ſo; do, do; ay, ay! _ 
Fenk. Prichee, Fack, don't be fo T1 : 
Indulge the Knight's Humour a little ; beſides, 
if I gueſs right, it may be neceſſary for the 
Conduct of your Deſign to contract a pretty 
ſtrict Intimacy there. | 
Har. Well, do as you will. 
Fenk. Sir Gregory, Mr Hartop's | 
of your Character made him a little ſhy in 
his Replies; but you will now find him more 
communicative; and, in your - Ear,He is a 
Treaſure; he is in all the Myſteries of Go- 
vernment, at the Bottom of every Thing. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! A Treaſure! Ay, 
may be ſo. 
Jenk. And that you may have him to your- 
ſelf Fll go in ſearch of your Son, © 
Lir Greg. Do fo, do ſo; Tim is without; 
juſt come from his Uncle Tregeg/e's at Mene- 


g135 
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gizy in Cornwall: Tim is an honeſt Lad! 
Do ſo, do ſo. [Exit Fenk. Well, Mr. 
Hartop, and ſo we have a Peace Lack-a-day! 
Long look d for come at laſt. But, pray, Mr. 
Hartop, how many News-Papers may you 
have printed in a Week ? 
Har. About a hundred and fifty, Sir Gre- 
Saf. * 
Fir Greg. Good now, good now! And all 
full, I reckon; full as an Egg; nothing but 
News! Well, well, I ſhall go to London one 
of theſe Days. A hundred and fifty! Won- 
derful! And, pray now, which do you reckon 
the beſt? - 3 
Har. Oh, Sir Gregory, they are as various 
in their Excellencics as their Uſes ; if you are 
inclin'd to blacken by a couple of Lines the 
Reputation of a Neighbour, whoſe Charac- 
ter neither your nor his whole Life can poſ- 
ſibly reſtore ; you may do it for two Shillings 
in one Paper: If you are diſplaced, or diſap- 
pointed of a Place, a Triplet againſt the Mi- 
niſtry will be always well receiv d at the Head 
of another: And then as a Paper of Morning 
Amu you have the Fool. 
Sir Greg. The Fool! Good lack! And pray 
who and what may that fame Fool be ? | 
Har. Why, Sir Gregory, the Author has 
artfully aſſumed that Habit, like the royal 
Jeſters of old, to level his Satyr with more 
Security to himſelf, and Severity to others. 


Sir 


= 


Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! The 
Fool! Ha, ha, ha! Well enough! A queer 
Dog, and no Fool, I warrant you. Killi- 
grew, ah, I have heard my Grandfather talk 
much of that ſame Killigrew, and no Fool. 
But what's all this to News, Mr. Hartop ? 
Who gives us the beſt Account of the King 
of Spam, and the Queen of Hungary, and 
thoſe gteat Folks? Come now, you could 
give us a little News if you would s come 
now Snug Nobody by. Good now do; 
come, ever ſo little. ä 

Har. Why as you ſo largely contribute to 
the Support of the Government, it is bur fair 
you ſhould know what, they are abom. We 
are at preſent in a Treaty with the Pope. 

Sir Greg. With the Pope! Wonderful! 
Good now, now! How, ho-? 

Har. We are to yield him up a large Tract 
of the Terra Incognita, together with both 
the Needles, Scilhy- Rocks, and the Lizard- 
Point, on Condition that the Pretender has 
the Goverament of 4, and the Biſhop 
of Greenland ſaccceds to St. Peter's Chair; = 
being; you know 2 Proteſtant, when poſted 
of the Pontificals, - iſſues out a Bull, - 
manding all Catholicks to be of his Religion, 
they deeming the Pope infallible, follow his 
Directions; — then, Sir Gregory, we arc all 
of one Mind. | 


- 
+ 
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Kir Greg. Good lack, good lack! Rare 
News, rare News, rare N ews! Ten Millions 
of Thanks, Mr. Hartop. But might not I 
juſt hint this to Mr. Soalam our Vicar? 
'T would rejoice his heart. 


Har. Oh fic! By no means. 

dir Greg. Only a Line—A lrtle Hint—Do 
now. 

Har. Well, Sit, it is difficult for me to re- 
fuſe you any Thing. 

Sir Greg. Ten thouſand Thanks ! Now! 
The Pope—Wondertul! IH minute it * 
Both the Needles? 

= 97 both. 2 | 

Good now, Fl minute — 
e "i the Needles —Seilly 
of Greenlind—St. Peter's 
Chair—Why by he rn os is finiſhed we 
may e 0 dituth the Great 8 | 
wary wh xg Mr. 
ce Scheie. . 
ee: Ab! oa: now! Tou ſee I have 
2 141 Folricks been my Study many 
a D. Ah, i 1 had been m Lon to im- 
ptove bythe News Papers! They tell tne Doc- 
SW 51s co ſucceed tothe 'Bifhoprick 
. M1 wo 0 : 

H. Nos Dee | * 24 

n Grey. - ladecd! Twas tall by u Thus 
lord at Rofs, that it was between him and 
the Dean of — 

Har. To my Knowledge. 


Sir 
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Sir. Greg; Nay». you know beſt, to be ſure: 


If it ſhould—Huſh! Here's Mr. Fenkins, and 

Son Tim; mum! Mr. Jenkins docs not 

bw any Thing about the FER with tlie 
? 


3 Not a Word. 
Sir Greg. Mum! 


Enter Tim and Mr. Fenkins. 


Fenk. Maſter Timothy is almoſt grown out 
of Knowledge, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Good now; good now! Ay, ay, 
Ill Weeds; grow a-pace: Son Tim, Mr. Har- 
rep; a great Man, Child! Mr. Hartop, Son 
Tim. 
Har. Sir, 1, ſhall be always glad to know 
every Branch chat ſprings from ſo valuable a 
Trunk as Sir — Gazette. 

* Greg. May be ſo. Wonderful! Ay, 
ay 

Hear, Sir 1 am glad to ſee: you in  Hereford- 
ſeire | Have you been long from Cornwall 

Tim. Ay, Sir; a Matter of four Wecks or 
a : Month, more or leſs. 

. — 2 Well ſaid, Tim / Ay, ay, ask 
2 ions, he can anſwer for him- 

im, tell Mr. Hartop all the News 


— the Elections, and the Tinners and 1 


Tides, and the Roads and the Pilchards. 
want a few Words with my Maſter Fenkzns. 

Har. You have been fo long abſent from 

IEEE, 
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your native Country, that you have almoſt 
ot it, | 

im. Yes ſure: I ha' been at Undic Tres- 

egles a Matter of Twelve or 'a Dozen. Year, 

more or leſs, 

Har. Then I rcckon you'were quite im- 
patient to ſee your Papa and Mama. 

Tm. No ſure, not I. Father ſent for me 
to Uncle; ſure Menegizy is a choice Place 
And I could a ſtay d there all my born Days, 
more or leſs. 

Har. Pray, Sir, what were your Amuſe- 
ments? 

Tim. Nan! What d'ye ſay ? 

Har. How did you divert yourſelf 8 

Tim. Oh, we ha Paſtimes enow there: 
We ha' Bull-Baiting, and Cock fighting, and 
Fiſhing, and Hunting, and * and 


Wreſtling. 
Har. The two laſt are 5p Its for which that 
: In — 1 pre- 


Country i is very remarka 
ſume, you are very — = 

Tim. Nan! What? ' 

Har. 1 fay you are a good: Wreſtler. 

| Tim. Oh! Yes ſure, I ean wreſtle: well 
' enow: But we dont wreſtle -aftcr your fa- 
ſhion: We ha no Tripping, Fath and Soul! 
We go all cloſe Hugs, or the flying 
Mare, Will you try a ** Maſter? I] want 
hurt you, Fath and Soul! 
Har. We had as good not ae 

But have you left in — nothing that 


THE KNIGHTS. 13 
W. regret the loſs of more than Hurling and 
reſtling ? 

' Tim. Nan! What ? 

Har. No Favourite ſhe ? 

Tim. Arra, I coupled Favourite and Jow- 
ler together, and ſure they tug d it all the 
Way up. Part with Favourite! No I thank 
you for nothing! You muſt know I nuts d 
Favourite myſelf! Uncle's Huntſman was go- 
ing to Mill-Pond to drown all Muſick's Pup- 
pics; ſo I ſavd ſhe: But, fath, III tell you a 
comical Story; at Lanſton, they both broke 
looſe, and cat a whole Lion-a-veal, and a 
Leg of Beef: Criſt! How Landlord ſwear d! 
Fath, the poor Fellow was almoſt maz d: It 
made me dic wi” Laughing: But how came 
you to know about our Favourite? | 

Har. A Circumſtance ſo material to his 
Son, could not eſcape the Knowledge of Sir 
Gregory Gazette's Friends. But here you 
miſtook me a little Squire Tim, I meant whe- 
ther your Affections were not ſettled upon 
ſome pretty Girl: Has not ſome Carnifh Laſs 
caught your Heart? 

Tin. Huſh! God, the old Man will hear; 
jog a tiny · bit this Way—Won't a tell Father? 

Har. Upon my Honour! 

Tim. Why then Tl tell you the whole 
Story more or Jeſs. Do you know Mally 
Few rouſe? |  *AT 
tar. I am not fo . 


Tim, 
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Din. She's: Upcle's Mikmaid; ſhe's as 
handſome, Lord ; her Face all red and white; 
like the Inſide of a Shoulder of Mutton ; fo 
I made Love to our Malle And juſt, fath, 
as I had got her good Will to run away to 
Extter and be married. Uncle found it out, 
and ſcat word to Father; and Father {car 
for me home; but 1 dont eve her a. Bit the 
worſer for that: But, Iod, if you tell Far 
ther, he'lI knock my Brains gut; for he ſays 
FU diſparage the : Family s, and Mothers as 
mad as a March Hare about it: So Father 
and Mother ha brought me to be married 10 
ſame young Body in theſe Parts. 10 
Har. What, is my Lady here? | 
Tim. No ſure, Dame Winifred, as Father 
calls her, could not come along. Fe: 
Her. 1 am ſorry for that 3 1 have the Ho 
nour to be a diſtant Relation of her, Lodge 
ſnips. 
75 im. Like enough, fach! 1 She's 0 
half the World, I think. But don't you ſay 
a. Word to Father about Maly Pengronſe. 
Huſh! 
Fenk. Mr. Hartop, Sir Gregory will be 
amongſt us ſomc. time; he is going with bis 
Son to Sir Penuriaus Trifle's: There is a 
kind of a Treaty of Marriage on Foot be- 
tween Miſs Sukey Trifle and Mr. Timat ly. 
Har. The Devil! I ſhall be glad of every 
Circumſtance that can make me better ac- 
2 with Sir Gregory, 


Sir 
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Fir Greg. Ooed now, good now 3 muy be 
ſo, may be ſo! 

Dim. Farher, fare the Gentleman | ſays as 
how Mother and he are a-kin. - 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Lack a-day! Lack- 
t How, how Þ l am proud o But 
how Me. Hartop, ew ? © 

Har. Why, Sir; a Couſin-German of dy 

Anar's firſt Husband, inter-marryd with a di- 
ſtant Relation of a colateral Branch by the 
Mother's Side the Hpprices of Lantrinden x 
and: we have ever ſince quartot d in a Scut- 
cheon of Pretence the 3 Goat's Tails ram 
pant; divided by à Cheveron, Field argent; 
with Leck pendant in the dexter Point, to 
diſtiuguiſh the ſecond Heuſe. 
K Grog. Wonderfalt wonderful! nearly, 
nearly related! Good: now, now, if 
Dame Winifred was'here, ſhe'd make em all 
out with a wet Pinger; but they are above 
mei Prithec, Tin, good now, ſee after the 
Hotſ es And Te hear? Try if you can get 
any Nevs- Papers 

Tim Yes, Father .- Bur, Couſin W/hat- 
d e an, not a Word about Maily Pen- 


os Mum! 9 Exit Tim. 
Sir . 3 Boy will make 
forne Miſtake about the Horſes now! Ill go 
Good now, no farther, Couſin; if 


you pleaſe, no- Ceremony A hundred and 
fift/ 


ma 9 
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fifty a Week | The Fool! ha, ha, ha! Won- 
derful! An odd Dog. Exit Sir Greg. 
Fenk. So, Fack, here's a freſh Spoke i in 
your Wheel. ; 
Har. This is a cutſed croſs Incident. 
.. Fenk. Well, but ſomething muſt be done 
to fruſtrate the Scheme of your new Couſin s. 
Can you think of nothing ? | 
Har. I have been hammering : un ave | 
the two Knights intimate? Are they well ac- 
quaintcd with each other's Perſon? - 
Fenk. Faith, I can't tell: But we 1 
know. 

. Har. Cou'd you recommend me a good- 
1 pirited Girl, who has Humour and Com- 
2 to follow a few Directions; and Un- 
derſtanding enough to barter à little Inclina- 
tion for 3,000 /. a Year, and a Fol? 

Fenk. In part I gueſs your Deſign : The 
Man's Daughtcr of the Houſe is a good lively 
Laſs, has a Fortune to make, and no Repu- 
tation to loſe. Fl call her Jenny! Bur the 
Encmy's at hand— I'll withdraw and prepare 
Jenny. When the worſhipful Family ate re- 
tird, IIl introduce the Wench. Exit Jenk. 


Enter Sir Gregory and Tim. 


Sir Greg. Pray now, Couſin, are you: in 
Friendſhi endlhip wth Sir Penurious Trifle 3 
—— of that Ce- 


dena dename 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be fo! Bur, 
lack-a-day, Couſin, is he ſuch a Miſer as 
Folks ſay ? Good now, they tell me we ſhall 
hardly have Neceſſaries for ourſelves and 
Horſes at Gripe-Hal/: But as you arc a Re- 
lation, you ſhould, good now, know the 
Affairs of the Family. Here's Sir Penuriouss 
Letter; here, Couſin. N 

Har. Tour Overture J receive with Plea- 
ure, and ſhould be glad to meet you in 

hropſhite. I fanſy, from a thorcugh Know- 
ledge of Sir Penurious's Diſpoſition, and by 
what I can colle& from the Contents of that 
Letter, he would be much better pleas d to 
meet you here, than at his own Houſe. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, may be ſoo! A 
| ſtrange Man! Wonderful! But, good now, 

Couſin, what muſt we do? 

Har. I this Morning pay d Sic Penurious 
a Viſit; and if you'll honour me with your 
Commands, Ill — f 

Sir Greg. Wonderful, To-day ! Good now, 
that's lucky! Couſin, you are very kind: 
Good now, I'll ſend a Letter, Tim, by Cou- 
fin Hartop. 

Har. A Letter from fo old an Acquaint- 


ance, and upon ſo happy an Occaſion, will 
ſecure me a favourable Reception. 


Sir Greg. Good lack, good Jack, an old 
Acquaintance, indeed, Couſin Hartep! We 
were at Hereford Siſe together Let's ſee, 
wonderful, how long ago? "Twas while I 


bD Was 
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was courting Dame Winny ; the Year before 
I married her—Good now, how long? Let's 
ſee—That Year the Hackney Stable was builr, 
and Peter Ugly the blind Pad fell into a Saw- 
it. 

P Tim. Mother ſays Father and fhe was mar- 
ry'd the Firſt of April in the Year Ten; and 
I knows 'tis there about, for I am two and 
Thirty; and Brother Jeremy, and Roger, 
and Gregory, and Siſter Nelly, were born'd 
before I. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! How 
Time wears away! Wonderful! Thirty eight 
Years ago, Tim; I could not have thought it. 
But come in, let's ſet about the Letter. But 
pray, Couſin, what Diver ſions, good now, 
are going forward in London? 

Har. Oh, Sir, we are in no Diſtreſs for 
Amniſementrs ; we have Plays, Balls, Puppcr- 
Shows, Maſquerades, Bull-baitings, Boxings, 
Burlettas, Routs, Drums, and a thouſand 
others; but I am in haſte for your Epiltlc, 
Sir 4 «I 

Sir Greg. Couſin, your Servant. 

S Exit Sir Greg. and Tim. 
Har. I am your moſt obedient.— Thus far 
our Scheme ſucceeds* And if Fenkins's Girl 
can aſſume the aukward Pertneſs of the Daugh- 


ter, with as much Succeſs as I can imitate the 
ſpirited Folly of Sir Penurious the Father, I 


don't deſpair of a happy Cataſtrophe. 


__—_— * Enter 
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Enter Jenny. 


Fenny. Sir, Mr. Jenkins 

Har. Oh, Child, your Inſtructions ſhall be 
ad miniſter d within. 

Jenny. Mr. Fenkins has open'd your De- 
fign, and I am ready and able to cxccute my 
Part. 

Har. My Dear, I have not the leaſt Doubt 
of either your Inclination or Ability.— But, 
pox take this old Fellow! What in the De- 
vil's Name can bring him back? Scour, Jenny. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 


Sir Greg. Couſin, I beg Pardon, but I have 
a Favour to beg—Good now, could not you 
make Intereſt at ſome Coffee-Houſe in London 
to buy, for a ſmall Matter, the old Books of 
News-Papers, and ſend them into the Country 
to me? They would pals away the Time rarely 
in a rainy Day. 

Har. Sir, I'll ſend you a Cart-load. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now: Ten 
thouſand Thanks! You arc a Couſin indced ! 
But pray, Couſin, let us, good now, ſee ſome 
of the Works of that ſame Fool. 

Har. Il ſend them you all; but a— 

Sir Greg. What, all? Lack a day, that's 
kind, Conf! The Terra Incognita— Both 
the Neeales— a great deal of that! But what 
Biſhop is to be Pope? 


D 2 Har. 


nne 


Har. Zounds, Sir! J am in haſte for your 
Letter When I return, ask as many Queſ- 
HONf—— 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, that's 
true III. in, and about it—But, Couſin, the 
Pope is not to have Gibralter ? 

Har. No, no; damn it, no! As none but 
the Foal could ſay it, fo none but Ideots would 
believe him. Pray, Sir Gregory —— 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Couſin! Lack a-day, 
you are fo———But, pray— 

Har. Damn your praying! If you don't 
finiſh your Letter immediately, you may carry 
it yourſelf, 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Couſin! Lack-a-day, 
you arc in ſuch a— Good now! I go, I go. 

Har. But if the Truth ſhould be diſcover'd, 
I ſhall be incvitably difappointcd. | 

Sir Greg. But, Coufin, arc Scilly Rocks — 
Har. 1 wiſh they were in your Guts, with 
all my Hcart! I muſt quit the Field, I find. 

Exit. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good 
now, a paſſionate Man! Lack-a-day, I am 
glad the Pope js not to haye Grbralrer tho 
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NX 


Sir Gnzconr, and TIM reading News to 
him, diſcovered. 


Tim. CG Qnſtautinople, N. S. Nov. 15, the 
Grande Scigniour-— 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day] Good now, Tim, 
the Politicks, Child : And read the Stars, 
and the Daſhes, and the Blanks, as I taught 
you, Tim. 

Tim Les, Father We can aſſure our 
Readers that the D— Daſh is to go to F 
Blank; and that a certain noble — is to re- 
ſign his P— e in the T-——y, in order to 
make r—m for the two three Stars. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now! Good 
now! Great News, Tim! Ah, I knew the 
two three Stars would come in Play one timc 
or other, This London Evening knows more 
than any of them. Well, Child, well, 

Tim. From the D. 


Sir GE Ay, chat 8 the Dublin Journal. 
Go on, . 
Tim. Laſt Saturday a Gang of Highwaymen 


broke into an empty Houſe on Ormond Quay, 
and ſtrip d it of all the Furnitgre. 


3 Sir 
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Sir Greg. Lack-a day; wonderful! T 
what a height theſe Rogues ate grown. 

Tim. The way to Mr. Keiths Chapel is 
turn of your 

Sir Greg. Pſhaw ! Skip that, Tim; I know 
that Road as well as the Doctor! Tis in every 
Time. | 

Tim. I Ward, at the Cat and Gridiron, 
Petticoat-Lane ; makes Tabby all over for 
People inclined to be crooked ; And if he was 
to have the univerſal World for making a 
Pair of Stays he could not put better Stuff in 
them —— 

Sir Greg. Good now; where's that, Tim? 

Tim. At the Cat and Gridiron, Father. 

Sir Greg. Fil minute that: All my Lady 
1ſard's Children, good now, arc inclincd to 
be crooked. 


Enter 4 Draver. | 
Draw. Sir, Mr, Fenkins beg's to ſpeak 


with you. 


Sir Greg. Good now; deſire him to walk 


in. 


Enter Jenkins 

Fenk. I thought it _ not be improper 
to prepare you for a Viſir-1 from Sir Penurtous 
Trifle : I ſaw him ahd his Daughter alight at 
the Apothecary” s above. 

Sir Greg. What, they are come, wWonder- 
ful! Very kind, very kind, very kind, in- 
deed, Mr, — Come, Tim, ſettle my Cravat: 


ä Good 
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Good now, let's be a little decent: Remem- 
ber your beſt Bow to your Miſtreſs, Tim. 


. Tim. Yes, Father: But muſt not 1 kifs 
Mifs Suck ? 


Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, ay! Pray, is 
Couſin Hartop, come along? 

Fenk. J have not ſeen him: But, I fanſy, 
1 had better introduce my Neighbours. 

Sir Greg. Good now, would you be fo 
kind! Exit Fenkins. Stand behind me, 
Tim.—Pull down your Rufflcs, Child. 
im. Bur, Father, won't Miſs Suck think 
me bold if I kiſs her Chops the firſt Time? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! No, Tim, no: 
Faint Heart never won fair Lady. Ha! Tim, 
had you but feen me attack Dame Vinny Bur 
Times arnt as they were! Good now, we 
were another kind of Folks in thoſe Days; 
Rout, hearty Smacks, that would ha made 
your Mouth water again; and the Mark ſtood 

upon the pouting Lip like the Print upon a 
Pound of Butter. But the Maſter-Miſſes of 
the preſent Age go, lack-a-day, as gingerly 
abour it, as if they were afraid to fill rheir 
Mouths with the Paint upon their Miſtreſſcs 
Checks. Ah, the Days I have ſeen. 

Tim. Nay, Father, I warrant, if that's all, 
1 kiſs her hearty enow, Fath and Sole 

Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim, huſh! Stand behind 
me, Child. 
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Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious Trifle; and 
Jenny as Miſs Sukey, and Jenkins. 


Sir Greg. Sir Penurious, I am overjoy'd | 
Good now | 
Sir Pen. Sir Gregory, I kiſs your Hand ! 
My Daughtcr Suck. | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Miſs, I am proud 
to—Son Tim—Sir Penurious— -Beſt Bow, 
Child —Mif Suck— | 

Tim. Ant that right, Father? [ki/ſes her. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! I am 
glad to ſee you look fo well! You keep your 
own, Sir Penurions. 

Sir Pen. Ay, ay, ſtout cnough, Sir Gregory, 
ſtout enough, Brother Knight! Hearty as an 
Oak ; hey, Dick? Gad, now 1 talk of an 
Oak, III tell you a Story of an Oak; it will 
make you die with Laughing; hey, you Dick, 
you have heard ir : Shall I tell ir, Sir Gregory? 
Fenk. Tho' I have heard it ſo often, yet 
there is ſomething ſo cngaging in your Man- 
ner of tclling a Story, that it always appears 
new. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good now, 
I love a comical Story. Pray, Sir Penurious, 
let's have it: Mind, Tim, mind, Child. 

Tim, Yes, Father; Farh and Sole, I love a 
choicc Story to my Heart's Blood ! 
_ Sir Pen. You, Knight, I was at Bath laſt 
Sammer—A Water that People drink when 
they ate ill: You have heard of the Bath, 
Dick? Hey, you! Tim. 
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VD Les, Fath, I know | Bathy- I” was 
n_ in Way ap. © l 

ir- Greg. Huſh, Tim; 900d 00, nein! 

Hir Pes. There's a Coffee Houſe, you, a 
Place where People drink Coffee and- Tea, 
and read the News. 

Sir Greg; Pray, Sir Pemurious, how many 
Papers may they take in?? 
the Srovy Pes. Pſhaw'! Damn the News! Mind 

Sir Ge. Good now, good now! A haſty 
Man, Tim! 

Sir Pen. por take you both! I have loſt 
the Story Where did I leave off, hey, you 
_— W 

| Tim. About Coffee and Tea. 

Fir Pen. Night, you, .right! True, true 
Sa, God, you Knight, I us d to Breakfaſt at 
this Coffee-Houſe every Morning, it coſt me 
eight Pence tho, and 1 had always al Breakfaſt 
xt Honic—No Matter for that tho! There 1 
breakfaſted ; you Dick, God, at the ſame 
Table with Lotd Tow Traewst—Y ou have 
heard of Trucwit, you, Knight; a Droll Dog! 
You Dick, he told us the Story and made us 
dic with Laughing: You have heard of Charles 
the Second, you Knight, he was Son of 
Charles the- bc gi! King here in England,” that 
was beheaded by Oliver Cromwell, ſo what 
does Charles the Second, you Knight, do; 
but he fights Na at Vorceſter, a Town you 
have heard of, not far off; hut all would re 

E o, 
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do, you; God, Nail made him ſcamper, made 


him run; take to his Heels, you Knight; 
Trac wit told us the Stofy, made us die with 
Laughing: I always breakfaſted at the Ceffec- 
Houſe; it coſt me g; 4 tho I bad a Breakfaſt 
at Home —5So, what docs Charas do, but he 
hid himſelf in en Oak, an Oak Tree, you, in 
a Wood call d Boſcobel, from two Italian 
Words; Baſte Bello, 'a ſine Wood, you; 
and off he marches : But old Noll would not 
let him come home; no, lays he, on dont 
come here Lord Tom told us the Story; 
majle- vs die with Laughing ; it coſt me 8 4. 
ing 1 had a Breakfaſt at home: So, you 
Knight, when Voll dyd; Monk there, yd; 
aftcrwards Alaermarle, in the Notrh brought 
him back: So, yay, tha Cavaliers, you have 
heard of them! They were Friends ro the 
but they put up Charles in a Sign, the Royal 
Ogk,. you have ſren ſuch Signs at County 
Alchouſes: So, God, you, What docs a Pu 
ritan do, the Puritans. were Friends to Noll. 
but he puts up the Sign of an Owl in an Iv 
| :' You have ſeen Writings un- 
Signs, you Knight: Upon this, fs the 
Royaliſts, Gad: this muſt not: hes ſo, cu, 
what do they do, but, God ctey proſecuted 
tue poor Puritas; but they made him change 
his Sign tho: And, you Dat. how. dye 
think they chang d God, he 2 
| oy 
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Royal Oak; and wuinderneath he writes, This is 
not the Oui in the Toy Buſh. It made us all 
de with Laughing; Lord Tum told the Story; 
I always breakfaſted at the Coffee -houſe, tho 
it coſt me 8 d. and I had a Breakfaſt at home, 
hey, you, Knight ; what, Dick, hey ! 
_ fi Greg. Good now, good now; wondcr- 


x A choice Tale, Fah! 
Fenk. Oh, Sir Penurious is a moſt enter- 


taining Companion that muſt be allow'd. 
Sir Greg. Good now, ay, ay, a tnetry 


Man ! Bur, lack-a-day, would not ke young 
Lady chuſe a little Refreſhment after her Ride? 
Some Tes, or ſome 
S Pen. Hey, you Knight! No, no; we 
intend to dine with thee, Man. Well, you, 
Tim, what dof think of thy Father - in. law that 
is to be, hey? A jolly Cock, you Tim, hey 
Dick. But prithec, Boy, what doſt do with 
all this rawdry Tinfel on? That Hat and 
Waiflcont ? Traſh, Knight, Traſh! More in thy 
Pocket and lefs in — Cloaths ; hey, you 
_ Dick? God, you Knight, Fil make you laugh: 
I went to Ende, you Dick, laſt Year to call 
ina end what does me I, Dick, 
bat take a Trip to a Coffee Houſe in St. Mar- 
tin's Lane, in comes a French Fellow forty 
Times as finc as Tim, with his Muff and Parle- 
vous, and his Frames; and his Head, yau 
Knight, as white . IM God, you, as 
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a twelfth Cake: And who the Devil dye 
think, Diel, this might be, hey, you Knight? 
Kir Greg. Good now, an Ambaſſador to be 
ſure. 

Sir Pen. God, you Knight, nor better nor 
worſe then Mynheer Pancaper, a Dutch Fi- 
gure Dancer at the Opera-Houſe in the Hay- 
market. 

* Greg. Wonderful! Goods now, good 
now 

Sir Pen. Pſhaw | Pox, ptichec, Tim, no- 

body dreſſes now; all plain; look at me, 
Knight, I am in the Tip of the Mode; now 
am I in full Dreſs, hey, Dick? 
Jenk. You, Sir, dont want the Aids of 
Dreſs: But in Mr. Gazette, a little Regard 
to that Particular is but a neceſſary Compli- 
ment to his Miſtreſs. 

Sir Pen. Stuff, Dick, tuff! My Daughter, 
Knight, has had- other gueſs Breeding 3 hey 
you! Suck, come forward. Plain as a Pikc- 
Staff, Knight, all as Nature made her; hey, 
Tim, uo Flams: Prithee, Tim, off with thy Lace 
and burn it 3 twill help to buy the Licence: 
Shell not like thee a bit the better for that; 
hey, Suck! But, you Knight; God, Diet, a 
Toaſt and Tankard would not be amiſs after 
our Walk; hey, . 

good now ! What 


Sir Greg. Good no 
Iu will, Sir | pm — 

Sir Pen. God, that's hearty you ! But we 
vont part the young Couple, hey: III ſend 


Suck 
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Sack ſome Bread and Cheeſe in; hey, Knight! 
At her, Tim. Come, Dick; come, you, 
Knight. Did I ever tell you my Courtſhip, 
hey, Dick? "Twill make you laugh. 

Jenk. Not as I remember. 

Sir Greg. Lack a-day, let's have it. 

Sir Pen. You know my Wife was blind, 
you, Knight. | 
Sir Greg. Good now; wonderful! Not I. 

Hir Pen. Blind as a Beetle when I marry'd 
her, Knight : Hey, Dick ! She was drown'd 
in our Orchard: Maid Bes, Knight, went to 
Market, you, Dick; and Wife ramblcd into 
the Orchard, and ſouſe, drop'd into the Fiſh- 
pond : We found her out next Day, but ſhe 
was dead as a Herring: No help for that, 
Dick; buried her tho, hey, you! She was 
only Daughter to Sir Triſtram Muckworm, 
you; rich enough, you, hey! God, you, 
what does ſhe do, you, but ſhe falls in Love 
with young Seek her Father's Chaplain, hey, 
you ! Upon that, what docs me I, but ſlips 
on Domzne's Robcs, you, paſs d myſelf upon 
her for him, and we were tack'd together, 
you, Knight, hey | God, tho I believe ſhe 
never lik'd me; but what ſignifies that, hey, 
Dick ! She was rich, you. But come, let's 
leave the Children together. D 

Sir Greg. Sir, I wait on you. 

Sir Pen. Nay, pray— 

Sir Greg. Godd now, good now, tis im- 
poſlible— th 

| ir 
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Hir Pen. Pox of Ceremony ! You, Dick, 
hey ? God; Knight, II tell you a Story: One 
of out Ambaſſadors in Frunre, you, a deviliſh 
polite Fellow teckon'd, Dirk - God, you, 
what docs the King of Frante do, bet, fays - 
he, I'll try the Manners of this fine Gentle- 
man: So, Knight, going into a Coach to- 
gether, the King . would have my Lord go 
firſt : Oh, amt pleaſe your Majely, 1 ea in- 
deed; you, ity. Diek Upon which, what 
does me the King, but he takes his Arm thus, 
you, Dich, am 1 King of Fravee, of you? 
Is it my Coach or yours? and {6 puſhes him 
in thus. Hey, Dock! 
"oP Good now, good now He, he, 

} 4 
. Sir Pen. God; Dick, 1 believe I have made 
2 Miſtake here; I ſhould have gone in firſt 3 
hey, Dick ! Knight, God, you, beg Pardon. 
Yes, your Coach, not mine; your Houſe, not 
mine; hey, Knighr! 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! a merry Man, Mr. 
Jenkins. Exit the two Knts. and Jenk. 
Tem. Father and Coufin are gone, Fath and 
Sole! 

— T fanſy my Lover is a little puzzled 
how to begin. 

Tim. How—Fath and Sole, 1 don't know 
what to ſay : How dye do, Miſs Sack? | 

1 . Pretty well, thank you 
| 7m. You have hat © choice Walk.—'Tis 
| a rare * Fath and Sole. 
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ve, 
Jenny. Yes, the Day's well enougk- 
Tin. Is your Houſe a good way of here? 
enny. Dree or four Mile. 
im. That's a good long Walk, kh! 
Jens. I make nothing of in, 12857 back 
again. | 
Tim. Like enow. (Whiſtles) 
uv, ng, 
18 You have a rare Pipe of your own, 
__ eo: XIE 303. $$» 
Fenny. I cap fivg-loud cnough, if I have 
a Mind: But Father don t love Siuging. 
Fin. Like caow. (/ibiſtles.) | 
* And I ant over fond of Whiſtling, 
im. Hey! ay, like enow: And Tam 4 
dagen bad. Singer. | 
enny. Hey! ay, like enough. 
Pray, Miſs! Suck, did a as body 
make 5005 to you before ? | 
. Fanny. Before |! When 
Tim. Before now. 
42 euer. Whar if I won't tell you 
— 


mm. Why then you mf le x alone, Ea 
eng Like enough. 


im. Pray, ai once, did your Father tel 
you'wpy thing? - 
Ex About what ? 
im. About I. | 
_ ,Fenny. What ſhould a rell> _ | 
Ni Tell! A 
— 
Jem. 
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enny. Who? 
im. Why, 
a Sweet; heart, 


ou. Could you like me bot 
Mit Suck ? | 
enny.' I don't know. r 
im. Mayhap ſomebody may ha' got your 
good Will alrcady ? 
enny. And what then ? | 
im. Then! Hey, I don't know. But if 
you could fanſy me—— - 7 
Jenny. For vm ? 
- Tim. For your True lover. 
Then: Hey! Why, fath, we inay 
chance to be marry'd, if the old Folkvuaggee 
together. 
Fenny, And ſuppoſe I won't be marry' to 
you? 
Tim. Nay, Miſs Suck, I can't help it, Fath 
and Sole. But Facher and Mother bid me 
come a cou : ANC .F 
Til tell Father ſo. 


Jenny. You are in a woundy Hurry, me- 
thinks. 


Tim. Not I, fath ! You may der de 
2 —— 


Enter Waiter. 


Nit. Theres a Woman en 
voy with Mr. Timothy Gazette. 
Tim. That's I. I am glad ont Well, 
Miſs Suck, your Servant. You'll think about 
ir, and lets know your Mind when I come 


Ts 
* 
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back. — God, I don't care whether ſhe likes 
me or no; I don't like her half fo well as 
Mally Pengrouſe— Well, your Servant, Miſs 
Suck. Exit. Tim. 

Fenny. Was there ever ſuch an unlick'd 
Cub? Idon't think his Fortune a ſufficient 
Reward for ſacrificing my Perſon to ſuch a 
Booby : But as he has Money enough, it ſhall 
go hard but I pleaſe' myſelf: I fear I was a 
little too backward with my Gentleman : But 
however, a favourable Anſwer to his laſt Que- 
ſtion will ſoon ſettle Matters. 


' Enter Ferikins. 1 7 


| Val. Nor Jenny, what News, Child? 
Are things fix d? 4 you ready for the nup- 
tial not? 

Jenny. We are in a fair way: 1 thought 
to have quicken d my Swain's Advances by a 
little affected Coynels ;. but the Trap would 
not take: I expect him back in a Minute, 
and then leave it to my Management. 
enk. Where is he gone? | 
enny. The Drawer called him to ſome 
Woman. 

Fenk. Woman! He neither knows or is 
known by any Body here. What can this 
mean? No Counterplot! But, pox, that's im- 
poſlible ! You have not blab d Jenny ? 
12 . My Intereſt would prevent me. 

enk. Upon that Security any Woman 

F may 


7 
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may, I think, be truſted, I muſt after him 
tho. [Exzt. 
1 knew the Time when Jenkins 
would not have left me ſo haſtily : tis odd 
that the ſame Cauſe that increaſes the Paſſion 
in one Sex, ſhould deſtroy it in the other: 
The Reaſon is above my Reach ; but the Fat 
I am a ſevere Witneſs of, Heigh ho! 


Enter Hartop, Sir Penurlous, and Sir Gr 
op 5 cgory 


Sir Pen. And fo, you Knight, fays he, you 
know Knight, what low Dogs the Mi 
were then, how does your Pot—a Par, you, 
that they put over the Fire to boil Broth: and 
Meat in.—You have ſcen a Pot, you Knight 
how docs your Pot boil theſe troubleſome 
Times? hey you! Cod, my. Lord, ſays he, I 
don't. know, I ſeldom go into my Kitchen; 
a Kitchen, you Knight is a Place where they 
dreſs Victuals; roaſt and boil, and ſo forth; 
God, ſays he, I ſeldom go into my Kitchen 
but, I ſuppole, the Scum is — ſtill; 
hey, you Knight! What, God, hey; but 
where's your Son, Sir Gregory ? Good now, 
good now, where's Tim, Miſs Sukey ? lack- 
day, what's become of Tim? 

Jenny. Gone out a tiny bit; he'll be here 
preſently. 

ir Greg eg. Wonderful! Good now! good 
pow! Well, and how Miſs Suhey—has Tim? 
bathe? well, and what, you . ! 

nier 
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Enter a Servant with a Letter. 


Serv. Sir, 1 was commanded to deliver this 
into your own Hands by Mr. Jenkins. 

Sir Pen. Hey, you, what, a Letter? God 
ſo! Any Anſwer you? hey! 

Serv. N one, Sir, | 

Sir Greg. Lack- a-day, Sir Penuritus is bu- 
ſy! Well, Miss, and did Tim do the Thing! 
Did he pleaſe you? Come now, tell us the 
whole Story : wonderful! Rare News for 
Ine Winny ! ha, Tim's Fathers own Son | 

come, whiſper—ay, "2 

Sir Pen. I have only Time to tell you that 
your Scheme is blaſted : This Inflant I en- 
counterd Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her 
Niece, they will ſoon be with you—So then 
alls over, but let's ſee what Expedition will do 
Well, you Knight, hey ! What have they 
ſettled? Is che Girl willing | 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, right as 
my Leg! Ah, Tim, little did I think but, 
lack-a-day, I wonder where the Boy is! Let's 
_ (eek him. 
Sir Pen. Agreed, you Knight; hey, come. 


Enter Jenkins. 


Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, here's Mr, Fenkins. 
Good now, have you ſeen Tim? 
Fenk. Your Curioſity ſhall be immediately 
ſatisfied ; bur I muſt firſt have a Word with 
* Pen W. hat, hey ; any Nev 

r Pen. Well you, what, hey ; any New 
Dick? F 2 "ow Jenk. 
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Fenk. Better than you could hope, your 
Rival is diſpos'd of. | 

Sir Pen. Diſpos'd of How ? 

Fenk. Marry'd by this Time, you Rogue ! 
The Woman that wanted him was no other 
than Mally Pengrouſe ; trudg'd it up all the 
Way after him, as Tim ſays, I have recom- 
mended them to my Chaptain 3 and before 
this, the Buſineſs is — | 

Har. Braviſſimo! you Rogue! But how 
ſhall I get off with the Knight? 

Nay that muſt be your Contrivance. 

I have it—ſuppoſe I was to own the 

—_ Deſign to Sir Gregory, as our Plan has 

noe ſacceeded with his Son; and as he ſeems 

to have a tolcrable Regard for me, it is poſ- 

ſible he may aſſiſt my Scheme on Sir Pe- 
nurious. 

Jenk. Tis worth trying however: But he 
comes. 

Kir Greg. Well, good now, Mr. FJenkins, 
have you ſcen Tim? I can't think where the 
Boy — 

Har. 'Tis now Time, Sir Gregory to ſet 
you clear with reſpect to ſome Particulars: I 
am now no longer Sir Penurious 7 rifle, but 
your Friend and Relation, Zack Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, gooi 
now, Couſin Hartop, as I am a living Man— 
Hey—Well, but, good now, how, Mr. Jen- 


kins, hey? e 
1 | . , , 


m 
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Fenk. The Story, Sir Gregory, is rather 
too long to tell you now, but in two Words; 
my Friend Hartop has very long had a Paſſion 
for Miſs Trifle; and was apprehenſive your 
Son's Application would deſtroy his Views ; 
which, in order to defeat, he aſſumed the 
Character of Sir Penurious : But he is fo 
captivated with your Integrity and Friend- 
ſhip, that he rather chuſes to forego his own 
Intereſt, than interrupt the Happineſs of your 
Son. d 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good 
now, thats kind! who could have thought 
it, Couſin Hartop? Lack-a-day, well, but 
. where's Tim? hey!! good now, and who arc 

you ? » "py 
Fenk. This, Sir, is Jenny, the Handmaid 
of the Houſe. | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! A peſtilent Huſley ! 
Ah, Hartop, you arc a Wagl A pize of your 
Pots and your Royal Oaks! Lack-a-day, who 
could ha thought—Ah, Jenny, you're i— 
But where's Tim? 1 


Enter Sir Gregory's Servant. 


Serv. Wounds, Maſter! Never ſtir alive 
if Maſter Tim has na gone and marry'd Mally 
Pengrouſe. | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! how, Sirrah, how? 
Good now, good now, Couſin Hartop— 
Mally Pengrouſe ! wha the dickens is * ? 

f — | Serv. 


yaw - 
- 
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| an Maſter Trmothy's Sweetheart in Corn- 
wal. 

Sir Greg. And how came ſhe here ? Lack- 
a-day, Couſin ; > 

Serv. She tramp'd it up after Maſter : Ma- 
ſter Timothy is without, and ſays, as how 
they be d: I wanted him to come in 
but he's afraid you'll knock'n down. 

Sir Greg. Knock n down ! Good now, let 
me come at him! Fll—ah, Rogue! Lack-a- 
day, Couſin, ſhew me where he is ! TI 
Har, Moderate your Fury, good Sir Gre- 
25855 conſider, it is an Evil without a Re- 


y. 

Sir Greg. But what will Dame Hinny ſay? 
Good now, ſuch a Diſparagement to- And 
then, what will Sir Penurious ſay? Lack-a- 
day, I am almoſt diſtracted ! And you, you 
lubberly Dog! Why did not you—ITII— Ah, 
Couſin Hartop / Couſin Hartop ! Good now, 
good now, 

Har. Dear Sir, be calm; this is no ſuch 
ſurpriſing Matter; we have ſuch Inſtances in 
the News Papers every Day. 

Sir Greg. Good now, no, Couſin, no. 
Har. Indeed Sir Gregory it was but laſt 
Week that Lord Lofty's Son marry'd his Mo- 
ther's Maid, and Lady Betty Forward run 
my not a Month ago with her Unclc's 
Butler. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! What in the News ? 
Good now, that's ſome Comfort however, 
but what will Sir Penurious —— Har, 
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Har. As to that, leave him to me, I have a 
Prqject to prevent his laughing at you Ill war- 
rant. 3 
Sir Greg. But how, how, Couſin Hartop, how? 

Har. Sir Gregory, dye think me your 
Friend ? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a- day, ay, Couſin, ay. 

Har. And would you in return ſerve me 
in a Circumſtance that can't injure yourſelf ? 
Sir Greg. Good now, to be ſure, Couſin. 
Har. Win you then permit me to aſſume 
the Figure of your Son, and ſo pay my 
Addreſſes to Miſs Trifle ? I was pretty happy 
in the Imitation of her Father; and if I could 
impoſe upon your Sagacity, I ſhall find Icf 
Difficulty with your Brother Knight. | 

Sir Greg. Good now! Tim! Ah, you 
could not touch Tim. 


Har. I warrant you. But ſec, the young 


Gentleman, | 

Enter Tim. 
Sir Greg. Ah, Tim, Tim! little did 1 
Good now, good now! 1 
Tim. I could not help it now, Fath and 
Sole: But if you'll forgive me this Time, III 
never do ſo no more. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, if thee canſt for- 
give thyſelf, I can forgive thee 5 but thank 
thy Couſin —_ 

Har. V. Sir! if Jor arc ſatisfy d, I am 
tcewarded. I wiſh you Joy; Joy to you, Child. 
Sir Greg. Thanks, Call Hariop. Bur 
= * 77 


rr 
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* 


a Enter Watter. 

Wait. Sir, Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her 
Niece, being come to Town, and hearing 
your Worſhip was in the Houſe, would be 
glad to pay you their Compliments. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day | Wonderful! Here 
we are all topſy-turvey again ! What can be 
done now, Couſin Hartop? 5 
Har. Dick ! Shew the Ladies in here, but 
delay them a little. The luckieſt Incident in 
the World, Sir Gregory ! If you will be kind 
enough to lend Jenkins your Dreſs, and Ma- 
ſter Timothy will favour me with his, III 
make up Matters in a Moment. 

Sir Greg. Ay, ay, Couſin! 

Tim. Fath and ſole, you ſhall have mine 

— 

Har. No, no, ſtep into the next Room a 
Minute, Sir Gregory. = 
Sir Greg. Ay, ay, where you will: 
Tim. Fath, here will be choice Sport. 
Exeunt. 


Enter Mrs. Penelope and Suck, with Waiter. 
Wait. The Gentlemen will wait on you 
preſently. Would you 'chuſe any Refreſh- 
ment? EOSIN | 

Suck. A Draught of Ale, Friend, for I'm 
Pen. Fic! fic! Niece l Is that Liquor for 
a young Lady? Don't diſparage your Family 


and 
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and Breeding! The Perſon is to be born that 
ever ſaw me touch any thing ſtronger than 
Water till I was three-and-twenty. 

Suck. Troth! Aunt, that's ſo long ago, 
that I think there's few People alive who can 
remember what you did then. 
Pen. How! Gillflirt ! None of your Fleers ! 
I am glad here's a Husband coming that will 
take you down: Your Tantrums! You arc 
grown too head-ſtrong and robuſt for me. 

Suck. Gad, I believe you would be glad to 

be taken down the ſame way! 

Pen. Oh! you are a pert——But ſee your 
Lover approaches. Now Sukey, be careful, 
Child: None of your——— 


Eier Jenkins as Sir Gregory, and Hartop 
as Tim. ; 
Jenk. Lack-a-day, Lady! I rcjoice to ſee 
you! Wonderful! And your Niccc! Tim, 
the Ladies. . | 
Har. Your Servant, Miſtrcſs! I am glad 
to ſee you, Miſs Suck. (Salutes ber.) Fath 
and Sole, Miſtreſs Szck's a fine young Wo- 
man, more or leſs ! | | 
Suck. Yes, I am well enough, I believe. 
Tenk. But, Lady! Where's my Brother 
Trifle ? Where Sir Penurious ? 8 
Suck. Fathers at home in Expectation of 
you, and Aunt and I] be come to Town to 
make Preparations. 


G Fenk. 
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Fenk. Ay! Wonderful! Pray, Lady ! Shall 
I, good now! Crave a Word in private? 
Tim, will you and your Sweetheart draw back 
a little? 

Har. Yes, Father; come, Miſs will you 

jog a Tinny-bit this Way ? 

Suck. With all my Heart |! 

Fenk. There is, Lady, a Wonderful Affair 
has happen'd, good now! Son Tim has fallen 
in Love with a young Woman at his Uncle's, 
and tis partly to prevent bad Conſequences 
that Tam, lack-a-day ! ſo haſty to match him: 
and one of my Men, good now! tells me that 
he has ſeen the Wench ſince we have been in 
Town 3 ſhe has followed us here, ſure as a 
Gun, Lady ! If Tim ſecs the Girl he'll never 
matry your Niece. 

Pen. It is indeed, Sir er Gazette, a 
moſt critical Conjuncture, and requires the 
moſt mature Deliberation. 

Jenk. —Deliberation! Lack-a-day ! Lady ! 
Whilſt we deliberate the Boy will be Joſt. 

Pen. Why, Sir Gregory Gazette, what 
Operations can we determine upon. 
Zenk. Lack-a-day | I know but one. 
en. Adminiſter your Propoſition, Sir 
6. Gazette, you will have my Con- 
currence, Sir, in any Thing that docs not de- 
rogate from the Regulations of Conduct; for 
it would be moft erous in one of my 
Character, to geyiate from the ſtrifteſt Atten- 


nen. 
7 enk. 
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Fenk. Lack-a-day, Lady | No ſuch Matter 
is wanted. But, good now| Could not we 
tack the young Couple together directly? 
Your Brother and I have already agreed. 

Pen. Are the previous Preliminarics ſettled, 
Sir Gregory Gazetie? 
Fenk. Good now! As firm as a Rock, 


Lady! _ TAR | 
Pew. Why, then to preſerve your Son, 
and accompliſh the Union berween our Fami- 
lies, I have no Objections to the Acceleration 
of their Nuptials, provided the Child is in- 
clined, and a Miniſter may be procurd. 
Fendt. Wonderful! You arc very good! 
Good now! There has been one Match al- 
ready in the Houſe to Day. We may have 
the ſame Parſon ; here! Tim! And young 
Gentlewoman |< Well, Miſs! Wonderful and 
how ? Has, Tim? Hey, Boy! Is not Miſs a 
fine young Lady? 
Har. Fath and Sole, Father! Miſs is a 
charming young Woman | All red and white, 
like Maly Hum > 

Fenk. Huſh, Tim, well, and Miſs how does 
my Boy: He's an honeſt hearty Lad ! Has he? 
Good now! had the Art! How dye like him, 
young Gentlewoman ? 

Suck. Liken? Well enough, I think, 
Fenk. Why, then, MiG, with your Leave 
your Aunt and I here have agreed, if you are 
willing to have the Wedding over ditectly. 


G 3 Suck. 


Suck. Gad! With all ty Heart. Ask the 
young Man. 

Har. Fath and Sole! Juſt as you pleaſe, 
To-day, To-morrow, or when you will, 
more or leſs. 

Fenk. Good now, Good now |! then get you 
in there, there you will find one'to do your 
Buſineſs : wonderful! Matters will ſoon be 
managed within. Well, Lady, this was, 
good now, ſo kind! Lack-a-day ! I verily be- 
lieve if Dame VMimy was dead that I ſhould 
be glad to lead up ſuch another Dance with 
you, Lady 
Pen. You are, Sir, ſomerhin too preci- 
pitate : Nor would rhere, did Circumſtances 
concur as you inſinuate, be fo abſolete a Cer- 
titude, that I who have rejected ſo many 
Matches ſhould inſtantancoufly ſuccumb. 

Pink. Lack-a-day! Lady! Good now! 
I 


Pen. No, Sir; I would have you inſtruct- 
ed, that had not Penelope Trifle made irrefra- 
gable Reſolutions, ſhe need not ſo long have 
preſerved her Family Sirname. 

Irn. Wonderful! Why, I was only —- 

Pex. Nor has the Title of Lady Gazerte, 
ſuch reſplendant Charms or ſuch bewitching 
Allurements, as to throw me at once into the 
Arms of Sir Gregory. — . 
- Fenk. Good now! Who fa 

Pen. Could Wealth, Leasty, or Titles a 


perior to perhaps 
— * Enter 
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Enter Sir Gregory, Roger, and Tim. 


| Tim. Yes, indeed, Father; Mr. Hartop knew 
on't as well as I; and Mr. Jenkins got us a 


Parſon. 

. Good now! now! a rare. 
of Friends ! But I'll be even with them! 
Tu marr their Market! Maſter Jenkins, you 
have fobb'd me finely! 

Fenk. Lack-a-day| What's the Matter now? 
Kir Greg. Come, come, none of your Lack- 
a-day ! None of your Gambols, nor your Tricks 
to me; good now, now ! give me my 
Cloaths! Here take your tawdry Trappings, I 
have found you out at laſt: I'll be no longer 
. Wonderful What's all this? Lady! 
now | good now! What's here, a Stage- 
y? 
Sir Greg. Play me no Plays! But give me 
my Wig! and your precious Friend my loving 
Coufin, (Poiz on the Kindred) let'n— 
Jen. Good now! good now! What are 
theſe Folks? As ſure as a Gun they're mad. 
Sir Greg. Mad ! no, no! We are neither mad 
nor Fools; no Thanks to you tho. 
Pen. What is all this? Can you unravel this 


P ity, untwine this M „Sir Gr 
. yſtery e 
Sir Greg. He, Sir Gregory Gazette ? Lack-a- 

day, Lady ! you are tricked, impoſed on, bam- 

9 boozled ; 


Sir 
Couple 
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boozled ; good now | good now ! Tis I am Sit 
Gregory Gazette, | 

Pen, How | 

Tim. Fath and Sole, tis true, Miſtreſs! And 
I am his Son Tim, and will ſwear it. 


my Niece Suſernab Trifle ? 
4 


I hope, have no Reaſon to repent 
had the ry 
Trifle 
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Hart. Sir Gregory, we ſhall have your Com- 
pany at Dinner. | 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, no, no, that Boy has 
ſpoil'd my Stomach— Come, Tim, fetch thy 
| Rib, and let us be jogging towards Wales ; but 
how thou wilt get off with thy Mother — 

Tim. Never fear, Father 


Since 11 been pleas d our Nuptial Knot to 
"Bk, 
We ſhall be happy all our Lives — more or leſi— 


** 
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